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S 2 1 
The grait- lac d $T 
Beyond [et bounds no Ip 
But ecret flame in dif e fie s expreſs ; 
Tut if by change ſome gay eoguette ſails in, 
A joyous murmur breaks the filent ſcene; 
Each heart, reliew'd by ber enliv ning fire, 
Feels eaſy bope, and unconfin'd defire : 
Then ſpudder ing prudes with ſecret emvy burn, 
And treat the 7 „ they could not catch, with ſcorn. 
So plays are valued; not confin'd to ruler, 
Thoſe prudes, the criticks, call them, feafts for fools : 
And if an audience *gainſt thoſe rules is warm d, 
Or by the lawleſs force of genius charm'd, a 
Their whole con federate body it alarm d; 
Then every frature i falſe, though ne er ſo taking, 
The bears s deceiv d, though tis with pleaſure aking; 
Tbey'll prove your charmer's not agreeable: 
Thus far d it with the Cid of fam d Corneille. 
In France 'twas charg'd with faults were paſt en- 
Fur ing, 
But till bad beauties that were ſo alluring, 
It rais'd the envy of the grave Richliev, 
And ſpite of bis remarks, cramm'd bouſes drew : 
oY this afſertion-if the truth you'll know, 
wo lines will prove it from the great Beilean : 
En yain contre le Cid un miniftre ſe ligue, 
Tout Paris pour Chimene a les yeux de Rodrigue. 
In vais agai»ſ# the Cid the flateſman arms, 
Paris with Rodrick feels Ximena's charms. 
T bis proves, when paſſion truly wroug bt appeart, 
Tn plays imper feft, till command your tears: 
Yet think not from what's ſaid, we rules deſpiſe, 
To raiſe your wwonder from abſurdities: 
Alt France improv'd it from the Spaniſh pen, 
We bope, now Britiſh, tis improv'd agen: 
And though leſt Tragedy bas long ſeem'd dead, 
Yet baving lately raii'd her awful bead, 
To-night with pain: and ceſt we bumbly firrve = 
To keep the ſpirit of that talte alive: Gd 


But if, like Phaeton, in Corneille's car, 
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E PI IL O G uE. 
Spoken by XIMENA. 


Well, Sirs ! 
T M come to tell you, that my fears are over, 
I've ſeen papa. and bave ſecur'd my lover. 
And, troth, I'm wpholly on our autbor's fide, 
For bad (as Corneille made kim ) Gormaz dy d, 


4 art bad ended as it firſt begun, 
lift me fili unmarry d, and undone, 
Or, what were harder far than botb——a nun. 
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The French, or indeed, poſt pon et the wedding 
But give b year of bedding. ; 
Time could not tie ber marriage-knot with 3 
The father's death fill left the git upon ber : 

The Frenchmen flopp'd ber in that fore d regard, 
The bolder Briton xveds ber in reward : 4 
He knew your taſte would ne er endure their billing 


| Should be ſo long deferr'd, when both were willing. 


But Engli etites are ſoa er. 
"Tis — 157 erence 2 
Tbat, though like lions you begin the lover, 
Fo do you right, your fury ſoon is oer. 
Beſide, this Tres thus chang'd, the moral bears, 
That virtue never of relief deſpair: : ö 
But while true love is flill in plays ill-fated, 
No wonder you gay ſparks of pon bate i. 
|Bloodſped diſcourages what ſhould delight you, 
And from a wife, what little rubs will fright you ! 
And virtue not confider'd in the britle, ; 
How ſoot you yawn, and curſe the knot you've ty'd} 
How oft the nymph, whoſe pitying eyes give quarter, 
Finds in ber captive ſhe bas caught a Tartar ] 
While to ber ſpouſe, that once ſo bigh did rate ber, 
She kindly gives ten thouſand pound to hate her. 
So, on the other fide, ſome « ing ſwain, 
=_ 2 in — who yore in vain, 
tient for the » reſolver be i bave 

444 in bis 2 En eat for * 
He thinks 2 but the boney-moon ; 
But little thougbt be could have din d ſo ſoon, 
Is this not true Speak, dearies of the pit, 
Don't you find to berribly you're bit 
For the infiruttion, there the free, 
Our author turns bit juſt cataſſropbe : 
Before you wed, let love be underflood, 
2 Jour thougbrt, and chaſe it from the blood : 

or can you then of laſting joys deſpair, 
For when that circle bolds 4 Britiſb fair, 
Your bearts may find beroick daughters there, 
— == 


Four ow Dons of Spain an age mig bt wait, 


DINAND, King of Caſtile. 
VAREZ, his late General, and Father of 


Dox CarLos, in love with Ximena. 


[Dow Sancarz, his ſecret Rival, though lately 


betrothed to Belzata. 


Don Aron zo, 
Don — Officers. 


& Fore... | 
WW OM 33 MN. 


a XI MINA, Daughter to Gormaz. 


Bxi2AnkA, her Friend, forſaken by Don Sanchez 


SCENE, the Royal Palace in Szvittt. 
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Enter Alvarez and Carlos. 


LLIANCE! ha? and with the race 

of Gormaz! | 
My mortal foe! The king enjoins it, ſaidſt thou ? 
Let me not think thou coulaſt deſcend to aſk it. 
Take heed, my ſon, nor let the daughter's eyes 
Succeed in what the father's ſword has fail'd; 
Since I to age have ſtood his hate unmov d, 
Be not thou vanquiſh'd by her female wiles, 
Nor tain thy honour with inſulted love. [rtues, 

Car. O, taint not with ſo hard a thought her vir- 
Which ſhe has prov'd fincere, from obligations. 
'Tis to her ſuit I owe my late advancement: 
You know, my lord, the fortune of this ſword 
Redeem'd ber from the Moors, when late their cap» 
For which, at her return to court, ſhe ſwell'd [tive; 
The action with ſuch praiſes to the king, 
He bade her name the honours could reward it; 
She, conſcious of our houſes hate, ſurpriz'd, 
And yet diſdaining that her heart ſhould fall 
Ia thanks below the benefit receiv'd, 
Warm'd with th' occaſion, begg'd bis royal favour 
Would rank me in the field, the next her father, 
The king comply'd, and with a ſmile infiſted, 
That from her own fair hand I ſhould receive 
The grace. This fore'd me then to viſit her : 

0 ſay what follow'd from our interview, 

ight tire, at leaſt, if not offend your ear, 

A. Not ſo, my Carlos; but proceed. 
The queen, who now in higheſt favour holds 
The fair Ximena, ſoon perceiv'd our paſſion, 
Approv'd and cheriſh'd it; our houſes' diſcord 
She knew of old, had often ſhook the tate z 
Whereon the kindly to the king propos d 
This happy union, as the ſole expedient 
To cure thoſe wounds, and fortify his throne : 
Nay, the, Ximena, if 1 know her thoughts, 
Chiefly to that regard refigns her heart. 
0! the diſclaims, contemns her beauty's power, 
And builds no merit but on ſtable virtue. 

Alv. 1f fo, I ſhould indeed applaud her ſpirit. 

Car, — had you ſearch'd her ſoul like me, you 

would 

Repoſe your life, your fame, upon her truth. 

Av. On thee at leaft I'm ſure I may; I know 
Thou lov'f thy honour equal to Ximena, 
And to that guard I dare commit thy love, 
Keep but that union ſacred, ——o- 

Car. When I break it, 

ay your diſpleaſure, and Ximena's ſcorn, 
Vaite their force to torture me with ſhame— 
But ſee, the comes! her eye, my lord, bas reach'd 
you, 


49. 


Enter Ximena. 


Mark ber concers, the ſoftneſs of her fear, 
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mm 
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| O'ercaſt with doubt and diffidence to meet you: 


1 One gentle word from you would chaſe the cloud 


And let forth all the luſtre of her ſoul. = 
Alv. Hail, fair Ximena! beauteous brightneſs, 
Propitious be this meeting to us all. [hail! 
With equal joy and wonder I ſurvey thee, 
How lovely's virtue in ſo bright a form! 
Thy father's fierceneſs all is loſt in thee 
Well have thy eyes reproach'd our houſes jars, 
And calm'd the tempeſts that have wreck'd our 
eace ; © | 
What = with falſe reſentments but inflam'd, | 
Thy nobler virtues have appeas'd with honour, | 
im, Theſe praiſes from another mouth, my 
lord, : | 
Might L. theſe glowing cheeks with crimſoa 
ame 
But as they i thus kindly from Alvares, 
From the heroick fire of my deliverer, 
As you beſtow em, my exulting heart, 
The* undeſery'd, receiver with joy the ſound z 
But for thoſe virtues you aſcribe to me, 
Alas ! they are but copy d all from thence; 
Carlos, 1 ſaw, was brave, victorious, great, 
Compaſſionate—— 1 am at beſt but grateful 
Could I be leſs reduc'd with obligations? 


[Could I retain our houſes ancient hate, 


When Carlos deeds ſo greatly had forgot it? 
If Heav'n had will'd our feuds ſhould never end, 
It would have choſe ſome other arm to ſave me 4 
But if it's kinder Providence decrees, | 
Ximena's yielded heart ſhould cure thoſe ills, | 
And bind our paſſions in the chains of peace; 
Be witneſs that, all-graeious Heaven, I've gain'd 
The end, the haven of my hopes on earth, 
And fill'd the proudeſt ſails of my ambition! 

A. O, Carlos, Carlos, we are both ſubdu'd1 
Where can ſuch heavenly ſweetneſs find a foe ? 
What Gormaz may reſalve, his heart can teil, 
But mine no longer can refiſt ſuch virtue; 
His pride perhaps may triumph o'er my weakneſs, 
And wrong Ximena to inſult Alvarez « | 
Be mine that ſhame, but then be mine this glory, 

[ He joins their bands 

That I ſurrender to his daughter's merit 
All that her heart demands, or mine can give: 
If he's obdurate, let her wrongs reproach him. 


Enter Sanches, and Alonzo ebſerving them. 


No thanks, my fairz for both or neither are 
Oblig'd : whatever may be due to me, 
Let love and mutual gratitude repay. 
D. San. Death to my eyes! Alvarez joins their 
bands! 
Alon. Forbear! is this a time for jealouſy ? 


| LA.. 
D. San. Thou, that haſt patience, then, relieve 
my torture. Aſides * 
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- 


The goodneſs of Alvarez muſt ſu 
Alon. My lord, I heard the king enquiring for you. | 


- Defire by nature gives inſtinctive hope; 


Hope gives us love, our love makes them defire, 
And ia the flames they raiſ-, themſelves cxpire. 


Av. Come, fair Ximena, if thy father's car 
' Inclines like mine, unprejudic'd to hear; 


And not create, but diſſipate his fears, 


And wilt he ſtarve his hate to feed her love ? 


Obſcure: your honour, and deftroys your reaſon ? 


_ 
Car. Oh, Ximena ! how my heart's 1 
Tho tiv ſt. me i confafion equal to {with 
joy z 1 yet am laggard in my duty; 
TI.muſt deſpair to reach with equal virtues 
ead Sormas heart, as thou haſt touch'd Alvarez”. 
Aim. That hope we muſt to Providence refign; 
The king intends this day to ſound his temper, 
Which, tho* ſevere, I know is genetous, / 
In honour great, as in refentments warm, 
Fierce to the proud, but to the gentle yielding : 
ue him. 


Alu. Sir, I attend his mejeſty—I thank you. 
Aim. Saw N the count, my father, in the pre- 
ſence ; ſtant, 
Ales, Madam, I left him with the king this in- 
Withdrawn to th' window, and in conference, 
* his command I ſhould attend him 
re. 


His hate ſubdu'd will publick good regard, 
And crown thy virgin virtues with reward. 
{ Exennt Alv. Car, Xim. 
D. San. Help me, Alonzo, help me, or I fink! 
Th' oppreſſion is too great for nature's frame, 
And all my manhood reels beneath the load; . 
O rage! O torment of ſucceſileſti love! 
Alis. Alas! 1 warn'd you of this ſtorm before, 
Vet you, ipcredulous and deaf, deſpis'd it; 
But fince your hopes are blaſted in their bloom, 
Since vow'd Ximena never can be yours, 
Forget the folly, and reſume your reaſon : 
Recover to your yows your love betroth d, 
Return to honour, and the wrong'd Belzara, [nefs, 
D. San. Why doſt thou ſtill obſtruct my happi- 
And thwart the paſſion that has ſeiz'd my ſoul ? 
A friend ſhould help a friend in his extremes, 


*Tis true, I ſee Ximena's heart is given, 

But then her perſon's in a father's power; 

He, I've no cauſe to fear, will flight my offers. 
Thou know'ft th* averſion that he bears Alvarez 
Bars like a rock her wiſhes from their harhour ; 
While Carlos has a fear, ſhall I deſpair ? 

Has not the count his paſſions too to pleaſe, 


May I not hope he rather may embrace 
The fair occaſion of my timely vows, 
To torture Carlos with a ſure deſpair, 
And force Ximena to aſſiſt bis triumph? 
Nay, ſhe perhaps, when his commands are fix'd, 
n pride of virtue may reſiſt her love, 
Suppreſs the paſſion, and refign to duty, [quier, 
Hen. Why will you tempt fuch ſeas of wild diſ- 
When honour courts you in a calm to joy? 
Belzara's charms are yielded to your hopes, 
ContraRted to your vows, and warm'd to love: 
'Ximena ſcarce has knowledge of your flame, 
Without reproach ſhe racks you with deſpair, 
And muft be perjur'd could — heart relieve you. 
D. Son. Let her relieve me, I'll forgive the guilt, 
Forget ir, ſmother ia her arms the thought, 
And drown the charming falſhood in the joy. 
Alon. What wild extravagance of youthrul heat 


D. Sax. I am not of that lifeleſs mould of men, 
With me, tis joyous beeuty gives defire, - 


The phenix woman ſets herſelf on fire, 


Wnoſe hopes 


EE. 
| Alon. Nor love, nor hope ep, 


ſucceſs. / 


you here 
| De 
D. San. Let thoſe deſpair whoſe paſſions here 


is hazards, or in dangers die 2 
Shew me the object worthy of my flame, 
Let her be barr'd by obligations, friends, 


By vows engag'd, by pride, averſion, all 


The common tets that give the virtuous awe, 
My love would mount the tow'ring falcon's height, 
Cut the them ah, like yielding air, my way, 
And downward dart me rapid on my quarry, 
Alon. Farewel, my lord, ſome other time 
This rapture may ſubſide, and want a friend; 
| ſhall be glad to adviſe when you can hear. 
But ſee, Belzara comes, with eyes confus d, 
That ſpeak ſome new diſorder in her heart, 
Would you be happyy friend, be juſt ; preſerve 
Inviolate the honeſt vows you've made ber. 
Farewel; I leave you to embrace th* occaſion, [Exit, 
; | Enter Belzara. 
| Bel. I come, Don Sanchez, to inform you of 
A wrong, that near concerns our mutuzl honourz 
'Tis whiſper'd thro* the court, that you retract 
Your folemn yows by contract made to me, 
And with a perjur'd heart purſue Ximenar | 
Such falſe reports ſhould periſh in their birth: 
I've done my honeſt part, and diſbeliev'd em, 
Do yours, and by your vows perform'd deſtroy them. 
B. San. Madam, this tender care of me, deſerve 
Acknowledgments beyond my power to pay; 
But virtue always is the mark of malice, 
Contempt the beſt return that we can make it, 
Bel. Virtue ſhould have fo ſtrict a guard, as net 
To ſuffer ev'n ſufpicion to approach it. 
For tho', Don Sanchez, I dare think you juft, 
Vet while the eavious world believes you falſe, 
I ſeel their inſults, and endure the ſhame, 
D. Sas. Malice ſucceeds when it's report's belie ij 
Seem you to flight it, and the monſter's mute. 
Bel. I could have hop'd ſome cauſe to make me 
This cold coneern to ſatisfy my fears, {dlightit; 
Proclaims the danger, and confirms them true, 
D. San. Then you believe me falſe 7 
Bel. Believe it! Heaven! = 
Am I to doubt what, ev'n your looks, your worly 
Your faint evaſions faithleſsly confeſs ? a 
Ungrateful man f whezr you betray'd my heart, 
You ſhould have taught me too to bear the wrong, 
D. San. When tears with menaces relieve thet 
tief, 
They — from pride, not tenderneſs diſtreſi d. 
B.. Inſulting, horrid thought! Am 1 accur'd 
Of pride, complaining from a breaking heart? 
San. Behold th' unthrifty proof of woman) 
Purſue you with the fighs of faithful paſſion, (len 
You ſtarve our piming hopes with painted coyaels; 
But if our honeſt hearts diſdain the yoke, + 
Or ſeek from fweet variety, relief, | 
Alarm'd to loſe, what you deſpis'd ſecure, | 
Your trembling pride retraQts it's haughty aity 
And yields to love, purſuing when we fly. 
Theſe laviſh tears when I deſerv'd your heart, 
Had held me fighing to be more your ſlave; 
But to beſtow them when that heart's broke Io 
When more I merit your contempt than love, 
Arraigns your juſtice, and acquits my fal hood. 
Bel. lojurinus, falſe, and barbarous r 
Have | witheld my pity from your fiche, 
Or us'd with rigour my once boundleſs power ? 
Am I not ſworn by teſtify'd conſent, 
By ſolemn yows contracted, yielded yours? 
But what avails the force of truth's appealy 


That plod the beaten road of virtuous love; 


Where th' offeader is himſelf the judge © 
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Henrick; whoſe fam!$ revenge of. Injur d honour, 
Dures ſtep as deep in blood, as you in provocations | 
D. Sax. Sinee then your ſeeming grief's with 
tage reliev'd, 
Her me with :ermper, Madam, once for all, 
You urge our folemn contract ſworn ; I own 
The fact, dyt muſt deny the obligation; 
uu not to me, but to a father's will, 
To Hearick's dread commands, your pride ſobmit- 
Fince then your merit's to obedience due, (ted. 
Seek your reward from duty, not from Sanchez: 
Your flights to me live yet recorded here, 
Nor can your forc'd ſubmiſſions now remove them: 
Yimena's ſofter heart has rais'd me to + 
A fame, that gives at once revenge and rapture. 
How far Don Henrick may reſent the change, 
| neither know, aor with concern ſhall hear: 
Nay, truſt your injur'd patience to inflame him. 
Bol. Inhuman, .vain provoker of my heart! 
I need not urge the Ille that muſt o'ertake thee ; 
Thy giddy paſſions will, without my ad, 
Puaiſh their guilt, and to themfelves be fatal. 
Ximena's heart is fix'd as far above 
Thy hopes, as truth and virtue from thy ſoul. 
To her avenging ſcorn I yield thy love 
There, ſaithleſs wretch, indulge thy vain defires, 
And ſtarve, like tortur'd Tantalus, in plenty; . 
Gaze on her charms forbidden to thy taſte, 
Famiſh'd and pining at the tempting feaft, 
Still rack'd, and reaching at the flying fair, 
Purſue thy faiſhood, and embrace deſpair. [ Exit. 
D. San. So raging winds in furious ſtorms ariſe, 
Whirl o'er our heads, and are when paſt forgotten, 
. Enter Alonzo. 
Ala. Why, Sanchez, are you till reſolv'd on 
I met Belzara in diſorder d haſte : [ruin? 
At fight of me ſhe opt, and would have ſpoke, 
But grief, alas, was grown too Rrong for words: 
When turning from my view her mournful eyes, 
She burſt into a ſhow'r of guſhing tears; 
And in the conflict of her ſhame retir'sd : 


Ob, yet collect your temper into thought, 


And ſhun the precipice that gapes before you: 

A moment hence, convinc'd, your eyes will ſee 

Ximena parted from your hopes for ever! [quiets ? 
D. Sas. Why doſt thou double thus my new diſ- 

For pains foreſeen are felt before they come, 

Evter King, Gormaz, Alvarez, Carlos, Ximena, Mc. 
Alen. Behold the king, Alvarez, and her father 

Be wiſe, tho" late, and profic from the iſſue. 

King. Count Gormaz you, and you Alavarer, hear; 
Tho' in the camp your ſwords, in court your counſel, 
Have juftly rais'd your fame to envy'd beights, 

et let me Kill deplore your race and you, * 
That from a long deſcent of lineal hear, 

Your private feuds as oft have ſhook the ſtate ; 
And what's the ſource of this upheld defiance ? 
Ala! the ſtubborn claim of ancient rank, 

Held from a two days antedated honour, 

Which gave the younger houſe pre-eminence. 

ow many valiant lives have eas'd our foes 
Of fea:, deſtroy'd by this conteſted title 
And what's decided by this endleſs valour ? 

* aſe honour yet confeſſes the ſuperior ? 
Alle both dare die, the quarrel is immortal! 

r ſay that force on one part has prevail'd, 

there ſuch merit in unequal ftrength ? 
N. is virtue brutes may boaſt it : 
al with lions grapple, and diſpute ; 
lt men are 60ly great, truly viRtorious, 


r ec—_— 


When with ſoperior reaſon they fubdve, 
Can you then think you are in honour bound 
To heir the follies of your anceſtors ? : 
Since they have left you virtues and reaowng. 
Tranſmir got to poſterity their blame. 

Av. and Gor. My gracious 00 

King. Yet hold ; I'd hear you both, 

Of your complicuce, Gormax, I've no doubt 
This quarrel in your nobler breaRt was dying, 
Had not, Alvares, you ieviv'd it, 
Wherein, my gracious lord, ſtand I fuſpeRed? 

King. What elſe could mean that Mullen gloom 

you wore, 
| That conſcious diſcontent, fo ill concesl'd 
In your abrupt retirement from cur court, 
When late the valisat count wes made our gee 
neral ? 

Wat not your own requeſt you might refign it? 
Which tho*, tis true, you long had fill'd with he- 
Was it for you to circumſcribe our choice? [nous 
T' oppoſe from private hate, the publick good, 
And in his caſe, whoſe merit had preferr'd him? 
When his fierce temper, from reflection calm, 
Inclia'd to let the embers of his heat expire, 
Was it well done thus to revive the flame, 
To wake his jealous honour to reſentment, 
And ſhake that union we had laid to heart ? 
If thou haſt aught to urge, that may deſend 
Thy late behaviour, or accuſe his conduct, 
Unfold it free, we are prepar'd to hear. 

Aliv. Alas, my lord! the world misjudges me, 

My hate ſuppos d is not ſo deeply rooted ; 

Age has allay'd thoſe fevers of my honour, 

And weary Nature now would reft from paſſions. 
The noble count, whoſe warmer blood may boil,, 
Perhaps is HI my foes 1 am not his, 

Nor envy him thoſe henvurs of his merit. 

Where virtue is, I dare be juſt, and fee it. 

Your majeſty has ſpoke your wiſdomrin 

Your choice, for | have ſeen his arm deſerve it. 
In all the fieges, battles I have won, 

| knew not better to command, than he 

To execute: thoſe wreathes of victo:y 

That flouriſh ſtill upon this hoary brow, 
[mpartial I confeſs, his active ſword 

Has lopt from heads of Mours, and planted there. 

Xing. How has report, my Gormaz, wroag's 

this man ? 

Alv. Nor was the cauſe of my retirement more, 
Than that I found it time to eaſe my age, 

Uafit for farther action, and bequeath 
My ſon the needleſs pomp of my poſſeſſions. 

King. Ist poſſible ? could'ſt thou conceal this 
Could jecret virtue take fo firm a root, [ poodnets ? 
While ſlander like a canker kill'a its beauties t 
Gormaz, if yet thou art net paſſion's ſlave, 
Take to thyſelf the glory to reward bim. 

Cor. My lord, the paſſions that have warm'd 

this breaſt, 

Yet never ftirr'd but in the cauſe of honour, 
Honour's the ſpring that moves my aQtive life, 
And life's a torment while that right's invaded. 
Shew me the man whoſe merit claims my love, 
Whoſe milder virtues modeſtly aſſall me, 
And honour throws me at his feet ſubmiſſive, 
In proof of this, there needs but now to on, 
The generous advances of Alvarez, 
Have turn d my fierce reſentments into ſhame. 
What can I more ? My words but faiatly ſpeak me. 
But fince my king ſeems pleas'd with ay conver- 
My heart and arms are open to embrace him. {[foa, 


Receive him, ſoldier, to thy heart, and gre 


{ 
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Your king this glory of your mutual conqueſt. 
: [They embrace. 
Tim. Auſpicious omen! 
Car. O tranſporting hope! 


D. San. Adders and ſerpents mix in their em- 
{ Apart., 
King. O Gormaz ! O Alvarez] ſtop not here, May I preſume—— 


braces. 


Confine not to yourſelves your tinted virtue, 


But in this noble ardour of your hearts, This youthful lord is fworn our houſe's friend, 


Secure to your poſterity your peace: 
8 I Carlos and Ximena kneel. 
/ Behold the lified hands that beg the bleſſing, 
The hearts that burn to ratify the joy, 
And to your heirs unborn tranſmit the glory, 
Gor. Receive her, Carlos, from a father's hand, 
Whoſe heart by obligations was ſubdu'd. 
Alv, Accept, Ximena, all my age holds dear, 
Not to my bounty, but thy merit due. 
King. O manly conqueſt! O exalted worth! 
1 can we offer to applaud It ? 
To grace this triumph of Ximena's eyes, 
Let publick jubilee conclude the day. 
Sound. all our ſprightly inſtruments of war, 
Fifes, clarions, trumpets, ſpeak the general joy. 
Alv. Raiſe high the clangor of your lofty notes, 
Sound peace at home. 
Cor. And terror to our foes. 
King. Let the loud cannon from the ramparts 
roar. | | 
Ger. And make the frighted ſhores of Africk ring. 
Car. Long live, and ever glorious live, the king ! 
[ Trumpets and wollies at a diſtance. 
Alu. O may this glorious day for ever ſtand 
Fam'd in the rolls of late recorded time. 

' King, This happy union fix'd, my lords, we now 
Muſt crave your counſel in our ſtate's defence, 
Letters this morn alarm us with defigns 
The Moors are forming to invade our realms : 
But let them be, we're now prepar'd to meet them. 
The prince that would fit free from foreign fears, 
Should firſt with peace compoſe inteſtine jars ; 

Of hearts united while ſecure at home, 
His raſh invaders to their graves muſt come; 
g \ 


* — nero acco de 
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Enter Don Sanchez. 


D. San. ELENTLESS fortune! thou haſt done 
thy part, 
Neglected nothing to oppoſe my love. 
But thou ſhalt find, in thy deſpight, I'll on 
Wert thou not blind indeed, thou had'ſt foreſeen 
The honour done this hour to old Alvarez, 
His being nam'd the prince's governor, 
(Which 1 well knowth' ambitious Gormatz aim'd at) 
Muſt like a wildfire's rage embroil their union, | 
Rekindle jealouſies in Gormarz' heart, 
Whoſe fatal flame muſt bury all in aſhes. | 
Bur ſee, he comes, and ſeems to ruminate 
Wich penfive grudge the king's too partial favour, 
Exter Gormaz on the other Side. 
Gor. The king methinks is ſudden in his choice 
*Tis true, I never fought (but therefore is 
Not leſs the merit) nor obliquely binted, 
That I defir'd. the office He has heard 
Me ſay, the prince his ſon | thought was now 
Of age to change his prattling female court, 
And claim'd a governor's inſtructive guidance —— 
Th' atvice it ſeems was fit—but not the adviſer 


— 


The king I have obſerv'd is kill'd in rule, 


Where fears are not, and huſh them where they an, 


E. N A. ; 
But was not Gormae too of equal merit? 
Let me not think Alvarez plays me fou 
That cannot be— be knew I would not bear lt 
And yet why he's ſo ſuddenly preferr"doopmn—m_ 
I'lt think no more on't—time will ſoon reſolve me, 

D. San. Not to diſturb, my lord, your grave 
{thought 
Gor. Don Sanchez may command me. 


if there's a cauſe for jealous thought, he'll find it, 


| | A 
D. San. I hear, my lord, the king has 4 
vice receiv'd i 
Of a deſigu d invaſion from the Moors, 
Holds it confirm'd, or is it only rumour ? 
Gor, Such new alarms indeed his letters bring, 
But yet their grounds ſeem'sd doubtful at the council, 
D. San. May it not prove ſome policy of ſtate} 
Some bugbear danger of our own creating ? 


Perfect in all the arts of tempering minds, 
And for the public good———can give alarm 


Gor, Tis ſo! he hints already at my wrong.. 
D. San. Not but ſuch prudence well becomes 2 
rince. 
For a at home is worth his deareft purchaſe: 
Vet he that gives his juſt reſentments up, 
Tho' honour'd by the royal mediation, 
And ſees his enemy enjoy the fruits, ' 
Muſt have more virtues than his king to bear it. 
Perhaps, my lord, I am not underſtood, 
Nay, hope my jealous fears have no foundation; 
But when the ties of friendſhip ſhall demand it, 
Don Sanchez wears a ſword that will revenge you. 


Be't fo——why is Alvarez then the man ? 
He may be quaiify'd--I'tl not difputce=—— 


[ Going, Al 

7 , The 
Cor. Don Sanches, ſtay—I think thou art my | 
Thy noble father oft has ſerv'd me in { friend: If yo 
1+| The cauſe of honour, and his cauſe was mine. Go 
What thou haſt ſaid, ſpeaks thee Balthazar's ſon, - d 
I need not praiſe thee more lf I deſerve = 
Thy love, refuſe not what my heart's concern'd Whic 
To aſk ; ſpeak freely of the king, of me, Ale 
Of old Alvarez, of our late alliance, (mr 
And what has follow'd fince ; then ſum the whole, Go 
And tell me truly, where the account's unequal. Wii 
D. San. My lord, you honour with too great 1 v ie 
The judgment of my unexperienc'd years; {tri py 

Yet for the time I have obſery'd on men, 

I've always found the generous open heart For i 
Betray'd, and made the prey of minds below it. ky 
Oh ! *tis the curſe of manly virtue, that k h 

Cowards, with cunning, are too ſtrong for heroe! g 
And ſince you preſs me to unfold my thoughts, Hine 
1 grieve to ſee your ſpirit fo defeated, - = 
Your juſt reſentments, by viſe arts of court, hg 
Beguil'd, and melted to refign their terror. G > 
Your honeſt hate, that had for ages ſtood * 
Unmov'd, and firmer from your foes* defiance, Th. 
Now ſapp'd, and undermin'd by his ſubmiſſion. * 
Alvares knew you were impregnable = 4 
To force, and chang'd the ſoldier for the ſtateſman; 4; 
While you were yet his foe profeſs'd, Wh 5 
He durſt not take theſe honours o'er your head; But 1 
Had you ſtill held him at his diſtance due, Whic 
He would have trembled to have ſought this offer j 05 
When once the king inclin'd to make his pesce, - 
I faw too well the ſecret on the anvil, Ale 
And foon foretold the favour that ſucceeded ! Whos, 
Alas ! this project has been long concerted, Iv 
Reſoly'd in private twixt the king and him, If no. 
Laid out and manag'd here by ſecret agents, Your 


While he, good man, knew nothing of the bone 
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zut from his ſweet repoſe was dragg'd t' accept it. 
Dh, it inflames my blood to think this fear 


' ts boold get the ſtart of your unguarded ſpirit, 
* and proudly vaunt it in the plumes he ſtole 
e me, rom you ! | : | 
rave ll Gore Oh, Sanchez, thou haſt fir'd a thought, 
hu bat was de fore but dawning in my mind! 

Dh, now afreſh it ſtrikes my memory, 
j ith what diſſembled warmth the artful king 
* it. irt charg'd his temper with the gloom he wore, 
Afi den I ſupply'd his late command of general! 
Arten with what fawning flattery to me 

lyarez* fear diſguis'd his trembling hate, 

And ſooth'd my yielding temper to believe him. 

D. San. Not flattery, my lord; though I muſt 
ring Twas praiſe well-tim'd, and therefore ſkilful. | grant 
wad, Ger. Now, og my ſoul, from him 'twas loath- 
ate} ſome daubing ! 

take thy friendſhip, Sanchez, to my heart; 

And were not my Ximena raſhly promis d 

D. San. Ximena's charms might grace a mo- 
rms narch's bed, | 
ey are, Nor dares my humble heart admit the hope; 
by Or, if it durſt, ſome fitter time ſhould ſhew itz 
me : Reſults more preffintz now demand your thought; 

Firſt eaſe the pain of your depending doubt, 
fe: Mieide this fawning courtier from the friend. 
Gor. Which way ſhall 1 receive, or thank thy love? 
D. Sas. My lord, you over-rate me now—But ſee, 
Alvarez eomes—now probe his hollow heart, 
ts Now while your thoughts are warm with his deceit, 
nd mark how calmly he'll evade the charge. 
on My lord, I'm gone. | [Exir. 
it, Gor. I am thy friend for ever.. 
you, Enter Alvarez. . 
Going Av. My lord, the king is walking forth to ſee 
rt my The prince, his ſon, begin his horſemanſhip: 
end: If you're inclin'd to ſee him, I'll attend you. 
1 Gor, Since duty calls me not, I've no delight 
ſon, To de an idle gaper on another's buſineſs. 
You may indeed find pleaſure in the office, 
"4 Which you've ſo artfully contriv'd to fit, 
Ale. Contriv'd, my lord! I'm ſorry ſuch a thought 
Can reach the man whom you've ſo late embrac'd. 
whole, Cor. Men are not always what they ſeem— This 
* + honour, | 
creat 1 Which, in another's wrong, you've barter'd for, 
[tu Was at the price of thoſe embraces bought, 
Av. Ha) bought! For ſhame, ſuppreſs this 
poor ſuſpicion ! 
it. For if you think, you can't but be convinc'd 
The naked honour of Alvarez ſcorns 
eroes: Such baſe diſguiſe—Yet pauſe a moment 
oy Since our great maſter, with ſuch kind concern, 
Himſelf has interpos'd to heal our feuds, 
Let us not, thankleſs, rob him of the glory, 
And undeſerve the grace by new falſe fears. 

Gor, Kings are, alas ! but men; and form'd like 
"I dubjeRt alike to be by men deceiv'd: Ius, 
1 The bluſhing court from this raſh choice will ſee 

How blindly he o'erlooks ſuperior merit. 
nm Could no man fill the place but worn Alvarez ? 

Av. Worn more with wounds and victories than 
end} Who ſtands before him in great actions paſt? [ age, 

it I'm to blame to urge that merit now, 
office j Which will but ſhock what reaſoning may convince, 
eacty Ger, The fawning flave! Oh, Sanchez, how | 


thank thee ! Aldi. 
ts. You have a virtuous daughter, I a ſon, 
hoſe fofier hearts our mutual hands have rais'd 
n to the ſummit of expected joyz © 
"0 regard to me, yet let, at leaft, 


e . Ä 
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Gor. Oh, needleſs care ! to nobler objects nowy 
That ſon, be ſure, in vanity, pretends ; a 
While his high father's wiſdom is preferr'd 
To guide and govern aur great monarch's ſong 
His proud aſpiring heart forgets Ximena. 

Think not of him, but your ſuperior care; 
Inſtruct the royal youth to rule with awe 

His future ſubjects, trembling at his frown 3 

Teach him to bind the loyal heart in love, 

| The bold and factious in the chains of fear; 

2 to theſe virtues too your warlike deeds, 
nflame him with the vaſt fatigues you've borne, 

But now are paſt, to ſhew him by example, 


| And give him in the cloſet ſafe renown ; 


Read him what ſcorching (uns he muſt endure, 
What bitter nights muſt wake, or ſleep in arms, 
To counter-march the foe, to give th' alarm, 
And to his own great conduct owe the day; 
Mark him on charts the order of the battle, 
And make him from your manuſcripts a hero. 
Av. Ili-temper'd man! thus to provoke the hearty 

Whoſe tortur'd patience is thy only friend! 

Gor. Thou only to thyſelf canſt be a friend: 
I rel] thee, falſe Alvarez, thou haſt wrong'd me, 
Haſt baſely robb'd me of my merit's right, 
And intercepted our young prince's fame. 
His youth with me had found the active proof, 
The living practice of experienc'd war; 
This ſword had taught him glory in the field, 
At once his great example and his guard; 
His unfledg'd wings from me had learnt to ſoar, 
And ftrike at nations trembling at my name 3 


xit.| This I had done; but thou, with ſervile arts, 


Haſt, fawning, crept into our maſter's breaſt, 
Elbow'd ſuperior merit from his ear, 
And, like a courtier, ftole his ſon from glory. 
Aly. Hear me, proud man! for now | burn te 
ſpeak, | 
Since neither truth can ſway, nor temper touch theeg 
Thus I retort with ſcorn thy ſland'rous rage; | 
Thou, thou the tutor of a kingdom's heir ! 
Thou guide the paſſions of o'er-boiling youth, 
That canſt not in thy age, yet rule thy own! . 
For ſhame | retire, and purge th' imperious heart, 
Reduce thy arrogant, ſelf-judging pride, 
Correct the meanneſs of thy groveling ſoul, 
Chaſe damn'd ſuſpicion from thy manly thoughts, 
And learn to treat with honour thy ſuperior. ¶ tor? 
Cor. Superior, ha | dar'ſt thou provoke me, trai- 
Au. Unhand me, ruffian, left thy hold prove fatal. 
Gor. Take that, audacious dotard! | Strikes bim. 
Alu. Oh, my blood, 
Flow forward to my arm, to chain this tyger! 
If thou art brave, now bear thee like a man, 
And quit my honour of this vile diſgrace. 
[ They fight, Alvarez is diſarm'd. 
Oh, feeble life, I have too long endur'd thee ! 
Gor, Thy ſword is mine! take back the inglo- 
rious trophy, 
Which would diſgrace thy victor's thigh to wear. 
Now forward to thy charge, read to the prince 
This martial lecture of thy fam'd exploits; 
And from this wholeſome chaſtiſement, learn thou 
To tempt the patience of offended honour! [ Exie. 
| Av. Oh, rage! Oh wild deſpair | Oh, helpleſs 
Wert thou but lent me to ſurvive my honour? | age! 
Am I with martial toils worn grey, and ſee 
At laſt oge hour's blight lay waſte my lavrelz? 
Is this fam'd arm to me alone defenceleſs? 
Has it ſo often prop'd this empire's glory, 
Fenc'd, like a rampart, the Caſtilian throne, 


"ur pity of their paſſions rein your temper. 


To me alone diſgraceful, to it's maſter uſeleſs ? 
Ob, ſharp remembrance of departed glory | 
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Oh, fatal dignity, too dearly purchas'd ! 

Inſulted honour is unfit t' approach him. 

And thou, once glorious weapon, fare thee well, 

Old ſervant, worthy of an abler maſter, ; 


Leave now for ever his abandon'd fide, | 
And, to revenge him, grace ſome nobler atm. 


My fon! | 
Enter Carlos. 
Od, Cartos ! eanſt thou bear diſhonour ? 
Car. What villain dares occafion, Sir, the queſtion? 
Giye me his name; the proof ſhall anſwer him. 
Alu. Oh, juſt reproach ! Oh, prompt reſentful 
My blood rekindles at thy manly flame, [ fire ! 
And glads my labouring heart with youth's return. 
Up, up, my fon -I cannot ſpeak my ſham 
Revenge, revenge me! 
Car. Oh, my rage — Of what? 
Atv. Of an indignity ſo vile, my heart 
Redvubles all it's torture to repeat it. 
A blow! a blow, my boy! 
Car. Diſtraction! fury! 8 
Alu. In vain, alas! this feeble arm affail'd, 
With mortal vengeance, the aggreſſor's heart: 
He dally'd with my age, o'erborn, inſulted, 
Therefore to thy young arm, for ſure revenge, 
My ſoul's diftreſs commits my ſword and cauſe: 
Purſue him, Carlos, to the world's laft bounds, 
And from his heart tear back our bleeding honour, 
Nay, to enflame thee more, thouT't find his brow 
Cover'd with lauret, and far-fam'd his proweſs : 
Oh, I've ſeen him, dresdful in the field, 
Cut thro' whole ſquadrons his deſtructive way, 
And ſnatch the gore - dy d ſtandard from the foe! 
Car. _ rack not with his fame my tortur'd 
art, 
That burns to know him, and eclipfe his glory 
Alv.Tho' Fforeſee, *twill ſtrike thy ſoul to hear it, 
Yer fince our gaſping honour calls for thy 
Relief. Oh, Carlos ! tis Ximena's father 
Car. Ha! 
Alo. Pauſe not for a reply—I know thy love, 
J know the tender obligations of thy heart, 
And even lend a figh to thy diſtreſs. 
I grant Ximena dearer than thy life; 
But wounded honour muft ſurmount them both, 
I need not urge thee more; thou know'ft my wrong ; 
*Tis in thy heart, and in thy hand the vengeance ; 
Blood only is the balm for grief like mine, 
Which, till obtain'd, 1 will in dirkneſs mourn, 
Nor lift my eyes to light, till thy return, 
But hafte, o'ertake this blaſter of my name, 
Fly ſwift to vengeance, and bring back my 12 
. vit. 
Cor. Relentleſs Heav'n ! is all thy thunder gone? 
Not one bolt left to finiſh my deſpair ? 
Lie ſtill, my heart, and cloſe this deadly wound; 
Stir not to thought, for motion is thy ruin. 
But ſee, the frighted poor Ximena comes, 
And with her tremblings ſtrikes thee eold as death. 
My heipleſs father too, o'erwhelm'd with ſhame, 
Begs his diſmiſſion to his grave with honour. 
Ximena weeps 3. heart-pierc'd Alvarez groans; 
Rage lifts my ſword, and love arreſts my arm! 
Oh, double torture of*diftraRting woe 
Is there no mean betwixt theſe ſharp extremes? 
Muſt honour periſh, if I ſpare my love? 
Oh, ignominious pity ! ſhameful ſaftneſs! 
Muſt 1, to right Alvarez, kill Ximena? 8 
Oh, cruel vengeance ! Oh, heart-wounding hon- 
Shall | forſake her in her ſoul's extremes, (our! 
Depreſs the virtue of her filial tears, 


1 


Now, haughty Gormaz, now guide thou my prince; 


$ Gar. But in this violence you offend the king, 


Who fears not dea 


E N A. 


Shall that juſt honour that ſubdy'd her heart, * 
Now build it's fame relentleſs on her ſorrows: C 
laliroct me, Heav'n, that gav'ſt me this dite, Wl ar 
To chuſe, and bear me worthy of my being! ( 
Oh, Love, forgive me, if my hurry'e ſoul ( 
Should act with error in this ſtorin of fortune; C 
For Heay'n can tell what pangs I feel to ſave thee! C, 
But hark! the ſhrieks of drowning honour call! Wc, 
Tia finking, gaſping, while4 ſtand in pauſe ; We 
Plunge in, my hearc, and ſave it from the billow, Ma 
It will be ſo the blow's tos ſharp a pain, Tor 
And vengeance has at leaſt this juſt excuſe, 
That e'en Ximena bluſhes while I bear it! 
Her generous heart, that was by honour won, 
Muſt, when that honour's ſtain d, abjure my love, 
Oh, peace of mind, farewel! Revenge, I come, | 


nd raife thy altar on a mournful tomb! 
Eg Y cy) 


" WW. vo» 8 * 
Enter Garcia and Gormasz, 


- 


Gor. HE king is maſter of his will and me: 
But be it as it may—what's done's ice, abu 

vocable. ib 

Car. My lord, you ill receive this mark of favour, = 
elt 


And while thus obſtinate, inflame your fault. 
When ſovereign power deſcends to «ſk of ſubjefty 
The due ſubmiſſion which it's will may fo; ce, 
Your danger's greater from ſuch flighted mildneſi 
Than ſhould you diſobey it's full commands. 
Cor. The conſequence, perhaps, may prove it ſo, 
Gar, Have you no fear of what his frown may de 
Gor. Has he no fear of what my wrongs may dot 
Men of my rank are not ip bours undone; 
When 1 am cruſh'd, I fall with vengeance round me, 
Gar. The raſh indignity you've done Alvarez, 
Without ſome proof of wrong, bears ao excule, 
Gor. I am myſelf the judge of what I feel; 
I feel him falſe, and, feeling, muſt reſent. 
Ger. Shall it be deem'd a falſhood to accept 
A dignity by royal hands conferro ? 
Cor. He ſhould have wav'd it; firſtconſulted mt. 
He might have held me ſtill his friend fincere, 
C7 


Have ſhar'd my fortunes, a8 3 friend intreating 
But bafely thus to out me of my right, 

By treacherous afts to do me private wrong, 

Is what I never can forgive, and have reſented. 


The ſanction of whyſe choice claim'd more regard. 
Gor. Why am | fretted with theſe chains of hon- 
Leſs free than others in my juſt reſentments; [out 
Who, anprovok'd myſelt, do no man wrong, 
But injur'd, am as Rorms implacable ! 
Gar, My lord, this ſtubborn temper will undoyou 
Cor. Then, Sir, Alvarez will be fatisfy'd. 
Gar. Be yet perſuaded, and compoſe this broil, 
Gor. My reſolution a fix d; let's wave the ſubjett, 
Gar. Wil you refuſe all terms of reparation ? 
Gor. All, all, that are not from my honour due! 
Gar. Due = not truſt that honour with bs 
king 
Gor. My life's my king's, my honour is my on. 
Gar. What's then, in ſhort, your anſwer? Fot 
Expects it on my firſt return, { the king 
Gor. "Tis this, 
That I dare die, but cannot bow to ſhame. 
Gar. My lord, I take my leave. 2 
Gor. Don Garcia's ſervant. [Exit Gore 
th, ſmiles at the frowns of pow 
Emer Carlos. | 


An. bury in a tomb our nuptial joy? 


I 


Car. My lord, your leave to talk with your 
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Ger, Be free. . 


wy | expe you on this late occaſion. | 

| Car. I'm glad to find you do my honour right ; 

ref, And hope you'll not refuſe it wrong'd Alvarez. 

| Ger. He had a ſword to right himſelf, ; 
Cagg That ſword is here, ſhort, 

e; Ger, Ties well; the place—and let our time be 

hee! Car. One moment's reſpite, for Ximena's ſake; 

ul! She has not wrong'd me, and my heart would ſpare 

| We both, without a ſtain to either's honour, | her: 

lows, WI May pity her diſtreſs, and pauſe to ſave her: 


Nor need I bluſh that I ſuſpend my cauſe, 
Since with it's vengeance her ſure woes are blended. 
Not for myſelf, but for her tender ſake, 
, I bend me to the earth, and beg for mercy, 
Let not her virtues ſuffer for her love; 
Ob, lay not on her innocence the grief 
Of a mourn'd father's, or a lover's blood! 
Oh, ſpare her ſighs, prevent her ſtreaming tears; 
Stop this effuſion of my bleeding honour, 
And heal, if poſſible, it's wounds with peace! 
Gor. What you have offer'd for Ximena's ſake, 
Will, in her gratitude, be full repaid; 


11 And for the peace you aſk, that's ym to give. 
tinte: {00d 0iion tis in vain to hope ; for know, 
"WI have this hour refus'd it to the king. 
our, Thy father's arts betray'd my friendſhip's faith; 
belt the wrong, and, as I ought, reveng'd it. 
az We're now on equal terms: but if his cauſe 
| So deep is in thy heart, that thou reſolv'ſt, 
neſs, With fruitleſs vengeance, to provoke my rage, 
Then thou, not I, art author of thy ruin. 

it fo, Car. Support me now, Ximena, guard my heart, 
y do And bar this preſſing provocation's entrance. ¶ Afide, 
y 000 _ I, my lord, in perſon wrong'd you ? 

g ors O. * 
dme, . Car. Why then theſe fatal ccuelties to me, 
ez, ITbat | muſt loſe, or wrong Ximena's love ? 


For ſhe muſt ſcorn me, ſhould I bear my ſhame; 

Or fly me, tho' my honour ſhould revenge it. 
Gor. Place that to thy misfortune, not to me. 
Car, Not to you! 

Am I not forc'd by wrongs 1 bluſh to name, 

To proſecute this fatal reparation, 

Which, had you temper, or a feeling here; 

Had you the ſpirit to confefs your error, 

Your heart's confuſion had ſubdu'd Alvarez, 

And thrown you at his injur'd feet for pardon ! 


4 Ger, If thou comꝰſt here to talk me from my ſenſe, 
ng) Or think' with words t' extenuate his guilt, 
zard, 1 hou offer'ſt to the winds thy forceleſs plea, 
hon» I vill not bear the mention of his truth; 
[outs His falſhoods here, tis rooted in my heart, 
And juſtifies a worſe revenge than I have taken. 
Car. Oh, pacience, Heav'n| Oh, tortur'd rage! 
o or. 5 Not ſpe ak ! 
de pious pangs of my torn ſoul inſulted! 
roll, NAwe | for this bow'd down my humble knee, 


vie, Le (well thy triumph o'er my father's wrongs, 
And hear him tainted with a traitors practice? 


due! , give me back that vile ſubmiſſive ſhame, 
1 the aat 1 may meet thee with retorted ſcorn, 

And right my honour with untainted vengeance! 
own. et nowith-hold it, take it to acquit my love: 
? For BY That ſacrifice was to Ximena due; 
anner belplefs ſufferings claim'd that pang : and ſinee 

— bring diſhonour to her arms, : 

nus my rack'd heart pours forth it's laſt adieus, 
Aud makes libation of it's bleeding peace: 
wel, dear injur'd ſoftneſ Follow me. 
oer, . Ce. Leid on yet hold—ſhould we together forth, 


* May create ſuſpicion, and prevent us. 


'opoſy the placs ; I'll taks ſome different circles 


=_ | 


E N A. 

Car. Behind the ramparts near the Weſtern Gate · 

Cor. Expect me on the inſtant, 

Car. Poor Ximena ! [Exits 

Gor. Deep as reſentment lodges in my heart, 

It feels ſome pity there for Carios' paſſion——— 
It ſhall be ſo his brave reſentment's juſt ; 
[Writes in tablets, 
And hard his fate both ways This legacy ; 
Shall right my honour and my enemy. [ Exit, 
Enter Belzara and Ximena. 

Bel. Look up, Ximena, and ſuppreſs thy fears ; 
What tho' a tranſient cloud overcaſt thy joy, 

Shall we conclude from thence a wreck mult follow? 

Aim. Can I reſiſt the fears that reaſon forms? 
Have I not cauſe to tremble in the ſtorm, 

While horror, ruin, and deſpair 's in view? 

Can I ſupport the good Alvarez ſhame, 

Whoſe generous heart took pity on our love, 

And not let fall a grateful tear to mourn it? 
Can I behold fierce Carlos, ſtung with his diſgraceg 
Breaking like fire from theſe weak-holding arms, 
And not fink down with terror at his rage? 

Muſt I not tremble for the blood may follow ? * 
If by his arm my hapleſs father falls, 

Am I not forc'd with rigour to revenge him? 

If Carlos by my father's ſword ſhould bleed, 

Am I not bound with double grief to mourn him? 
One gave me life, ſhall I not revere him ? 

The other is my life, can I ſurvive him? ſforce, 

Bel. Her griefs have ſomething of ſuch mournful 
That, tho' not equal to my own, I feel them. [ Aſide. 

Aim. Carlos, you ſee too, ſhuns my fight; no news, 
No tidings yet arrive, tho“ I have feat 
My ſwifteſt fears a thouſand ways to find him. 
Who can ſupport theſe terrors of ſuſpenſe ? 

Bel. Be not thus torn with wild uncertain fears; 
Carlos may yet arrive, and ſave your peace: 

He is too much a lover to reſiſt 4 

The tender pleadings of Ximena's ſorrow; 
One word, one ſigh from you arreſts his arm, 
And makes the tempeſt of his rage ſubſide. 

Aim, And ſay that I could conquer him, with 
And terrors could ſubdue his piteous heart | tears, 
To yield his honour and it's cauſe to love, 

What will the world not ſay of bis compliance? 
Can I be happy in his fame's diſgrace ? 
Can love ſubſiſſ on ſhame, that iprung from honour? 
Shall I reduce him to ſuch hard contempr, 
And raiſe on infamy our nuptial joy ? 
Ah, no! no means are left tor my relief: 
Let him reſiſt, or yield to my diſtreſs, 
Or ſhame or ſorrow's ſure to meet me! 

Bel. Ximena has, I ſee, a foul tefin'd, 
Toa great, too juſt, too noble to be happy: 
True virtue muſt deſpair from this vile world 
To crown it's days with unallay'd reward. 
But ſee, your ſervant is return'd—-Good news, 
Kind Heav'n ! 

Enter a Page. 

im. Speak quickly; haſt thou ſeen Don Carlos? 
Page. Madam, where your commands direfted me, 
I've made the ſtricteſt ſearch in vain to find him. 

Tim. Now, now, Belzara, where's that hope thou 

gav'ſt me? 

Bel. Nor haſt thou gain'd no knowledge of his ſteps? 
Has no one ſeen him paſs, or heard of him ? 

Page. As I return'd, the centinel that guards 
The gate inform'd me, that he {aw him ſcarce 
Ten minutes hence paſs in diforcer'd haſte 
From out this very houſe alone. 

Bel. Alone! 

Page. Alone; and after ſoon my lord, wrapp'd in 


His cloak, without . ſervant, follow 'd him. 
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Vim. Oh, Heav'n! 

Bel. No ſervant, faidft thou ? 

Page. None; and as | 
My lord came forth, the ſoldier ſtanding to 
His arms, he ſign'd forbiddanet, and reply'd, 


- © Be ſure you ſaw me not.” 


Nin Then ruin's ſure; 
They are engag'd, and fatal blood muſt follow. 
Excuſe, my dear, this hurry of my fate; 


One moment toft, may prove an age too late. [ Exit. 
Bel. Howe'er my own «MiQions preſs my heart, 


I bear a part in poor Ximena's grief; 

Tho' e'en the worſt that can befal her hopes, 
May better be endur'd than what | feel, 

Oh, nothing can deſtroy her lover's truth! 
Carlos may prove unhappy; not inconſtant; 
Whate'er diſaſters may obſtruct her jov, 

The comfort of his truth is ſure to find her. 
That thought een pains of parting may remove, 
Or fill up all the ſpace of abſence with deligbt. 
But l, alas! am left to my deſpair alone, 
Confin'd to ſigh in ſolitude my woes, 

Or hide with anguiſh what I bluſh to bear. 

In vain the woman's p'ide reſents my wrongs, 
Unconquer'd love maintains his empire ſtill, 


And with new force inſults my heart's refiſtance. 


Enter Alonzo baſtily. 


Alon, Your pardon, Madatn—Have you ſeen Lord 


Gormaz ? - 
] came to warn him that he Rir not hence; 
The guards are order'd to attend his door. 
Bel. Alas, they are too late ! Carlos and he 


Are both gone fortt., tis fear'd, with fatal purpoſe; 
And poor Ximena, drown'd in tears, has followed 


them. 


Alon. Then 'tis indeed, too late—l with my 


friend, 
The raſh Don Sanchez, had not blown this fire. 
Be not concern'd, Madam; I know your griefs, 
And, as a friend, have labout'd to prevent them. 
You have not told Ximena of his Filſtiood? 


Bel. Alas, I durſt not! knowing that her friend- 
[ ip 


Would for my ſake ſo coldly treat his vows, 
'That *'twould but more provoke him to inſult me. 


Alon. You judge him right; patience will yet re- 


cal him; 


Tis not his love, but pride, purſues Ximena; 


A youthful heat, that with the toil will tire. 
Be comforted ; I'll ſtill obſerve bis ſteps, 
And when 1 find him ſtaggering, catch him backs 
To love, and warm him with his vows of honour, 
But duty calls me to the king Shall I | 
Attend you, Madam ? 

Bel, Sir, I thank your care. 
My near concern for poor Ximena's fate. 


Keeps me impatient here, till her return. [ Exeunt. 


x I N 


| | Great ſouls are jealous of their honder' ſhame, 


—_— 


Enter King, Garcia, Don Sanchez, and Attendant. 


King. Since mild entreaties fail, our power ſhall 


force him, 

Could he ſuppoſe his infult to our perſon offer'd, 
His outrage done within our palace walls, 
D-ſerv'd the lenity we've deign'd to ſhew him? 
1s yet Alonzo with our orders gone? 

Car. He is, my lord, but nut return'd. 

D. San. Dread Sir, 
For what the count has offer'd to Alvarez 
I dare not plead excuſe ; but as his friend, 
Would beg your royal leave to mitigate 
His ſreming diſobedience to your pleaſure. 

eſtraint, however juſt, oppos'd againſt 
"The tide of paſſion, makes the current fiercer, 
Which of itſelf in time had ebb'd to reaſon ; 
Your will ſurpriz'd him in his keart's emotion, 


— — 


—_— 


E N. A. 
Ere thought had leiſure to compoſe hi mind; 


And bend reluQtant to injein'd ſubmiſſion 1 
Had your commands oblig'd him to repair 
Alvarez* wroiigs with hazards in your ſervices. 
Were it to face the double-humber'd foe, + 
To paſs the rapid firexm thro* ſhowers of fire, 
To force the trenehment, or to ſtorm the breach, 
I! anſwer he'd embrace with joy the charge, 
And march intrepid in commands of honour. 
; King, We doubt not of his dating in the field; 
But he miſtakes, if he concludes from thence, 
That to perſiſt in wrong is height of ſpirit, 
Or to have ated wrong is always baſe; 
PerfeQion's not the attribute of man, 
Nor therefore can a fault confeſs'd degrade him; 
he loweſt minds have ſpirit to offend, 
But few can reach the courage to confeſs it. 
Submitting to our: will, the count had loſt 
No fame, nor can we pardon his refuſal. friend; 
What you have ſaid,' Don Sancher, ſpeaks the 
What we reſvlve, tis fit ſhould ſpeak the King; 
We both have ſaid enough—The publick now 
Requites our thought. We are inform'd ten fail 
Of warlike veſſels, mann'd with our old foes 
The Moors, were late diſcover'd off our coaſt, 
And ſteering to the river's mouth their courſe, 
Car. The lives, Sir, they have loft in like attempt 
Muſt make them cautious to repeat the danger: 
This is no time to fear them. 
King. Nor contemn; 
Too full ſecurity has oft been fatal, 
Conſider with what eaſe the flood; at night, 
May bring them down t' inſult our capital. 
Let at the port, and on the walls our guards 
Be doubled; till the morn, that force may ſerve» 
Gormaz has tim'd it ill to be in fault, 
When his immediate preſence is requir'd. 
Gar. My liege, Alonzo is return'd. 
Enter Alonzo. 
King. Tis well - | 
Have you obey'd us? Is the count confin'd? ? 
Alen. Your orders, Sir, arriv'd unhappily 
Too late ; the count, with Carlos, was before 
Gone forth, to end their fatal difference: 
AsT camie back, I met the gathering crowd 
In fright, and hurrying to the weſtern gate, 
To ſee, as they reported, in the field, 
The body of ſome murder'd nobleman. 
Struck with my fears, Thaſted to the place, 
Where, to my ſenſe's horror, when arriv'd, 
I found them true, and Gormaz juſt expir'd, 
While fair Ximena, to adorn the woe, 
Bath'd his pale breathleſs body with her tears, 
Calling with cries for juſtice on his head, 
Whoſe rueful hand had done the barbarous dred, 
The pitying crowd took part in her diſtreſs, 
And join'd her moving plaints fer due revenge; 
While ſome, in kinder feeling of her griets, 
Remov'd the mournful objut from her eyes, 
And to the neighbouring convent bore the body, 
Which, when committed to the Abbot's care, 
L left the preſſing throng to tell the news. 
King. Ximena's griefs are follow d with our o 
For tho' in ſome degree the haughty count 
Drew on himſelf the ſon's too juſt revenge, 
We cannot loſe, without a deep concern, 
So true a ſubject, and ſo brave a ſoldier; 
However pity may for Carlos plead, a 
Death ends his failings, and demands our grie'- 
Alon. Sir, here, in the tablets of th' unhaf?) 
count, 


In hi: owa hand theſe written lines wert found | 


ve 


_- 
Lig · Lax. t Alvarex wrong d ng 


ms ſter'e favour: : 
Carlos is brave, and has deferv'd XKimens.“ 
Strange, generous ſpirit ! now we pity thee. 
Ale. Behold, Sir, where the lot Ximens comes, 
O'erwhelm'd with ſorrow, to demand your juſtice ! 
| Emer X.imena. 
Ii. Oh, ſacred Sir, forgive my grief's intru- 
Behold a helpleſs orphan at your feet, [fion ! 
Who for a father's blood implores your juſtice! 
; - Emer Alvares, baftily, 
Av. Oh, turn, dread, royst maſter, turn your 
eyes, 


See on the earth your faithful ſoldjer praſtrate, 

Whoſe honour's juſt revenge entreats your mercy! 
Aim. Oh, godlike monarch, hear my louder cries ! 
Aly. Oh, be not to the old and helpleſs deaf! 
Aim. Revenge yourſelf, your violated laws. 

Av. Support not violence in rude aggreſſors. 
Tin. Be greatly good, and do the injur'd juſtice, 
Av. Be greater ſtill, and ſhew the valiant mercy, 
Aim. Oh, Sir, your crown's ſupport and guard is 

gone | 

The impious Carlos ſword has kill'd my father 
Alu. And, like a pious ſon, aveng'd his own, 
King. Riſe, fair Ximena, and Alvarez riſe! 

With equal ſorrow we receive your-plaints z 

Both ſhall be heard apau - Proceed, Ximent—— 

Alvarez, in your place you ſpeak : be patient. 


Amn. What can I ſay? But miſeries like mine 


May plead with plaineſt tryths their piteous cauſe. 
Is he not dead ? Is not my father kill's ? 
Haye not theſe eyes beheld his ghaſtly wound, 


And mix'd with fruitleſs tears his Rtreamiag blood? 


That blood which ia his royal maſter's cauſe 
So oft has ſprung him through your foes victorious; 
That blood, which all the raging ſwords of war 
Could never reach, a young preſumptuous arm 
Has dar'd within your view to ſacrifice ! 
Theſe eyes beheld it ftream—Excyle my grief; 
My tears will better than my words explain me! 
King. Take heart, Nrozenn ; we're inclin'd to 
hear thee, | 
Xim. Oh, ſhall a life ſo faithful to the king, 
Fall unreveng'd, and ain his glory ? 
Shall merit ſo important to the ſtate 
Be left expos'd to ſacrilegious rage, 
And fall the ſacrifice of private paſſion? 
Alvarez ſays, his honour was inſulted ; 
Yet, be it ſo, was there no king to right it? 
Who better could protect it than the donor ? 
Shall. Carlos wreſt the ſceptre from your hand, 
Aud point the ſword of juſtice whom to punith ? 
On, if ſuch outrage may eſcape with pardon, 
Whoſe life's ſecure from his ſelf-judging rage? 
Ob, where's protection, if Ximena's tears, 
And tender paſſion could not ſave her father! 
King. Alvarez, anſwer her, 
Alv. My heart's too full: 
Divided, torn, diſtractad with it's griefs, 
How can I plead poor Carlos' cauſe, when I 
Am touch'd with pity of Ximena's woe ? 
Her ſuffering piety has caught my ſoul, 
And only leaves me (ſorrow to defend me: 
Ximena has a grief | cannot diſallow, 
Nor dare I hope for pardon, but your pity ; 
Carlos een yet may merit ſome compaſſion; 
Perhaps I'm partial to his piety, ' 
And ſee his deeds with a fond father's eye; 
But that I ſtill muſt leave to royal mercy. 
0h, Sir, imagine what the brave endure, 


EN K. - 

1 Ob, piercing, piercing muſt the torture be, 

If ſoft Ximena wanted pow'r t“ appeaſe it! 

Pardon this weakneſs of o'erflowing nature; 

I cannot ſee ſuch filial virtue periſh, 

And not let fall a tear to mourn it's hardſhip! 
Aim. Oh, my divided heart! Oh, poor Alvarez ! 

Aſide. 

riend 


So 


King. Compoſe thy griefs, my goed old 
we feel them, 
Aly. If Gormaz' blood muſt be with blood re- 
| veng'd, 
Oh, do not, ſacred Sir, miſplace your juſtice! 
Mine was the guilt, and be on me the vengeance: 
Carlos but ated what my ſufferings prompted; 
| The fatal ſword was not his own, but mine; 
I gave it with my wrongs into his hand, 
| Which had been innocent had mine been able. 
On me your vengeance will be juſt and mild; 
My days, alas! are drawing to their end, s 
But Carlos ſpar & may yet live long to ſerve you. 
Preſerve my ſon, and | embrace my fate; 
Since he has ſav'd my honour from the grave, 
Oh, lay me gently there to reſt for ever 
King. Your mutual plaints require our tend'reft 
thought: 
Our council ſhall be ſummon'd to aſſiſt u.... 


Look up, my fair, and calm thy ſorrows; 


Thy king is now thy father, and will right thee. 

Alvarez on his word has liberty; | 

Re Carlos found to anſwer to his charge, 

—Sanghez, wait you Ximena to herrefſt, 

Whom on the morrow's noon we full will anſwer. 
Hard is the taſk of juſtice, where diſtreſs 
Excites our mercy, yet demands redreſs. 


* — . — 


® A C * IV. 
SCENE, Ximena's Apartment. 
Belzara alone. 


URE ſome ill-boding planet muſt preſide, 
8 Malignant to the peace of tender lovers! 
Undone Ximena! Oh, relentleſs honour, 

That firſt ſubdu'd thy generous heart, then rais'd 

Thy lover's fatal arm to pierce it through 

Thy father's life, and make thy virtue wretched ! 

The hapleſs Carlos too is Joſt for ever! 

Condemn'd to fly an exile from her ſight 

In whom he only lives !--Oh, Heav'n! he's here! 

His miſeries have made him deſperate« 

Enter Carlos. 

— Carlos, what wild diſtraction has poſſeſs'd thee, 

That thus theu ſeek'ſ thy ſafety in thy ruin? 

Is this a place to hide thy wretched head, 

Where juſtice and Ximena's ſure to find thee ? 

| Car. I would not hide me from Ximena's ſight z 

Baniſh'd from her, 1 every moment die. 

Since 1 muſt periſh, let her frowns deſtroy me; 

Her anger's ſharper than the ſword of juſtice, 

Bel. Alas, I pity thee ! but would not 

Thee tempt the firſt emotions of her heart, 

While duty and reſentment yet tranſport her: 

[ wait each moment her return from court, 

Which now, be ſure, will be with friends attended, 

O fly! for pity's ſake, regard her fame 

Should you be ſeen, what muſt the world conclude ? 

Would you increaſe her miſeries, to have 

Malicious tongues report her love conceal'd 
eneath the roof, her father's murderer ? 

gut ſee, ſhe comes! O, hide thee but a moment! 

Kill not her honour too, let that perſuade thee, 


When the chaſte front of honour is inſulted, 
ner fame abus d, and ravidh'd by a blow ! | 


L | [ Exit Carlote 
R 2 8 | 
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Don Sanchez here! O, Heavens! how I tremble, 
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Enter Don Sanchez and Ximena. 
D. San. This noble conqueſt, Madam, of your 
To after- ages muſt record your fame. [love, 
Juſt is your grief, and your reſentment great, 
And great the victim that ſhould fall before it; 
But words are empty ſuccours to diſtreſs : 
Therefore command my aCtions to relieve you. 
Would you have ſure revenge, employ this ſword, 
My fortune, and my life is yours to right you; 
Accept my ſervice, and you'll oyer-pay it. 
Bel. O faithleſs, barbarous man! but I'll divert 
Thy cruel aim, and uſe my power for Carlos. | 
8 i [ Afide. 
Kim. O, miſerable me! 
Bel. Take comfort, Madam. 
D. San. Belzara here! then I have loſt th'occaſion; 
Vet I may urge enough to give hgg pain: {| Afide. 
Commanding me, you make your vengeance ſure. 

Aim. That were t' offend the king, to whom! 
| have 

Appeal'd, and whence I now muſt only wait it, 

D. San. Revenge from juſtice, Madam, moves 

fo flow, 

That oft the watchful criminal eſcapes it. 

Appeal to your teſentment, you ſecure it. 

Carlos, you found, would truſt no other power, 

And 'tis but juſt you quit him as he wrong'sd you. 

Bel. Alas! Don Sanchez, Madam, feels not love, 

He little thinks how Carlos fills your heart; 

What ſhining glory in his crime appears; 

What pangs it coſt him co take part with honour 

That you muſt hate the hand that could deſtroy 

Sanchez, to ſhew the real friend, would uſe [him. 

His ſecret int'reft with the king to ſpare him, 

For tho' you're bound in duty to purſue him, 

Yet love, alas! would with a conſcious joy, 

Applaud the power that could, unbid, preſerve him. 
Aim. O, kind Belzara ! how thou feel'ſt my ſuf- 

' ferings! 

Vet I muſt think, Don Sanchez means me well. 
D. San. Confuſion! how her ſubtle tongue has 

foil'd me | [ Afede, 

Madam, ſome other time I'll beg your leave 

To wait your ſervice, and approve my friendſhip, 
Aim. Oh, every friend, but Carlos, is at hand 

To help me! Grief, Sir, is unfit to thank you, 

Ds _ Oh! if ſuch beauties midſt her ſorrows 

ine, 
What darting charms muſt point her ſmiling eyes. 
Exit. 
Tim. At length I'm free, at liberty to think, 
And give my miſeries a looſe of ſorrow. | 
O, Belzara ! Carlos has kill'd my father ! 
Weep, weep, my eyes, pour down your baleful 
ſhowers: 
He that in grief ſhould be my heart's ſupport, 
Has wrought my ſorrows, and mutt fall their vic- 
ti m. 
When Carlos is deſtroy'd, what comfort's left me ? 
- Spite of my wrongs he {till inhabits here: 
O, ſtill his fatal virtues plead his cauſe ; 
His filial honour charms my woman's heart, 
And there, e'cn yet, he combats with my father. 

Bei. Refrain theſe headftrong ſallies of your heart, 

And try with ſlumbers to compoſe your ſpirits. - 
Vim. O! where's repoſe for milery like mine? 

Haw grievous, Heaven! how bitter is my portion! 

O, ſhall a parent's blood cry unreveng'd ? 

Sllall impious love ſuborn my heart to pay 

His aſhes hut enprofitable tears, 


E N A. 

Bel. Alas l that duty is diſcharg'd ; you have 
Appeal'd to juſtice, and ſhould wait it's courſe, 
Nor are you bound with rigour to enforce it; 

His hard misfortunes may deſerve compaſſion. 

Xim. O] that they do deſerve, it is my grief; 
Could 1 withdraw my pity from his cauſe, 

Were falſhood, pride, or inſolence his crime, 

My juſt revenge, without a pang, ſhould reach him, 
But as he is ſupported with excuſe, | 
Defended by the cries of bleeding honour, | 
Whoſe cruel laws none but the great obey ; 

My hopeleſs heart is tortur*a with extremes, 

It mourns in vengeance, and at mercy ſhudders! 

Bel. O, what will be at laſt the dire reſolve 
Of your afflited ſoul? 

Vim. There is but one | 
Can end my ſorrows, and preſerve my fame; 
The ſole reſource my miſeries can have 
Is to purſue, deſtroy ; then meet him in the grave, 

[ Going, 
Carlos meets ber. 
Amazement! horror! have my eyes their ſenſe ? 
Or do my raving griefs create this phantom ? 
Support me! help me! hide me from the vifion! 
For 'tis not Carlos come to brave my ſorrows! 

a . [Carlos hnee'1, 

Bel. O turn your eyein pity of his griefs, 
Reſign'd, and proftrate at your feet for mercy. 

Aim, What will my woes do with me ? 

Bel. Now ! | him; 
Now, conquering love, ſhoot all thy darts to (are 
Now ſnatch the palm from cruel honour's brow 
Maintain thy empire, and relieve the wretched: 
O, hang upon his tongue thy thrilling charms, 
To hold her heart, and kill the hopes of Sanchez! 

ö | Exit, 

Car. O, pierce not thus with thy PU - 
The wretched heart that of itſelf is breaking! 

Xim. Can 1 be wounded, and not ſhrink with 
Can I ſupport with temper, him that ſhed ſpain? 
My father's blood triumphant in my ruin? 

O, Carlos! Catlos | -was thy heart of ſtone? 

Was nothing due to poor Ximena's peace ? 

Ol 'twas not thus I felt new pains for thee, 

When at my feet, thy fighs of love were pity'd, 

And all hereditary hate forgotten ! 

Tho? bound in filial honour, to inſult 

Thy flame ; I broke through all to crown thy vom, 

And bore the cenſure of my race to ſave thee; 

And I am thus requited ? Left forlorn! 

The tender paſſion of my heart deſpis'd! 

Could not my terrors move one ſpark of mercy? 

No mild abatement of thy ſtern revenge, 

T' excuſe thy crime, or juſtify my love! 

Car, O, hear me but a moment. 

Aim. O, my heart! | 

Car. One mournful word! 

Xim. Ah! leave me to deſpair! [geance! 

Car. One dying laſt adieu, then wreak thy ven- 

Behold the ſword that has ondone thee. 

Vm. Ah! ſtain'd with my father's blood! ©, 

Car. O, Ximena! [ruefol objet! 

Aim, Take hence that horrid ſteel, 

That, while I bear thy fight, arraigns my virtue. 

Car. Endyre it rather to ſupport reſentment, 

T' inflame thy vengeance, and to pierce thy victim: 

I am more wretched, than thy rage can wiſh me! 

Xim. O, cruel Carlos! in one day thou h 
kill'd 

The father with thy ſword, the daughter with 

Thy ſight=—O, yet remove that fatal object; 

I cannot bear the glare of it's reproach; 


And bury in-my ſhame the great regards of duty? 


if thou would' have me hear thee, hide the cia 
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hat wounds reflection to our mutual ruin. 

Car, Thus I obey——but how ſhall I proceed ? 
What words can help me to deſerve thy hearing? 
How can I plead my wounded honour's cauſe, 
Where.injur'd love and duty are my judges ? 

Or how ſhall I repent me of a crime, 

Which, uncommitted, had deſerv'd thy ſcorn ? 
Yet think not, O! I conjure thee, think not, 
But that I bore a;thouſand racks of love, 

While my conflicting honour preſs'd for vengeance. 
0 f endur'd, ſubmitted een to ſhame, 

Begg'd, as for life, for peaceful reparation ! 

But all in vain; like water ſprinkled on 

A fire, thoſe drops but made him burn the more, 
And only added to thy father's fierceneſs. 
Reduc'd, at laſt, to theſe extremes of torture, 
That J muſt be, or infamous, or wretched, 

I fay'd my honour, and refign'd to ruin. 

Nor think, Ximena, honour had prevail'd, 

But that thy nobler ſoul oppos'd thy charms, 

And told my heart, none but the bravedeſerv'd thee, 
Now having thus diſcharg'd my honour's debt, 
And waſh'd my injur'd father's ſtains away, 

What yet remains of life, is due to love. 

Behold the wretch, whoſe honour's fatal fame 

Is founded on the ruin of thy-peace : 

Receive the victim, which thy griefs demand, 
Prepar'd to bleed, and bending to the blow! 

im. O, Carlos, I muſt take thee at thy word, 
But muſt with equal juſtice too diſcharge 
My ties of love, as fatal bonds of duty. 

O think not, tho' enforc'd to theſe extremes, 

My heart is yet inſenſible to thee! 

O! I muſt thank'thee for thy painful pauſe ; 

The generous ſhame thy tortur'd honour bore, 
When at my father's feet my ſuff'rings threw thee. 
Can I preſent thee in that dear canfuſion, 

And not with grateful ſighs of pity mourn thee ? 
Ican lament thee, but I dare not pardon; 

Thy duty done, reminds me of my own; 

My filial piety, like thine diftreſs'd, 

Compels me to be miſerably juſt, 

And aſks my love a victim to my fame: 

Yet think not duty could o'er love prevail, 

But that thy nobler ſoul aſſures my heart, 

Thou wouldſt deſpiſe the paſſion that could ſave thee, 

Car. Since I muſt die, let that kind hand deftroy 
Letnot the wretch once honour'd with thy love, { me. 
Thy Carlos, once thought worthy of thy arms, 

Be dragg'd a publick ſpectaele to juſtice ; 

Te draw the irkſome pity of a crowd, 

Who may with vulgar reaſon call thee cruel. 

My death from thee will elevate thy vengeance, 
And ſhew, like mine, thy duty ſcorn'd affiſtance. 


Accept that vengeance from thy heart's deſpair ? 

No, Carlos, no! N 

I will not judge, like thee, my private wrongs, 

But to the courſe of juſtice truſt my duty, | 

Which ſhall, in ev'ry part, untainted flow ; 

Unmix'd with gain'd advantage o'er thy love, 

And from it's own pure fountain raiſe my glory. 
Car. O, can my death with ſhame advance tha: 

Can I do more than periſh, to appeaſe thee? [ glory? 

Can my misfortunes too have reach'd thy hate? 
Aim. Can hate have part in interviews like this? 

Nay, can I give thee greater proof of love, 

Tian that 1 truſt my vengeance with thy honour ? 

Art not thou now within my power to ſeize ? 

Yet I'll releaſe thee, Carlos, on thy word, 

Give me thy word, that on the morrow noon, 

Before the king in perſon thou wilt anſwer, 

And take the ſhelter of the night to leave me. 

re O, thou haſt found the way to fix my tuin! 


XI. NI. X 


| 


Will ſpare the criminal, whoſe guilt is honours 
Xin. Shall I then take afliftance ? and from thee? | The ſervice I have done the ſtate has found 


This only moment is our life of love, 
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It muſt be ſo, thou ſhalt have ample vengeancg, 

Purſu'd by thee, my life's not worth the ſaviog 

But then that fatal honour, my engagement, 

That at the hour propos'd, I'll meet my fates 

But muſt we part, Ximena, like ſworn foes ? 

Has love no ſenſe of all it's periſh'd hopes ? 

| Diſmiſs my miferies at leaſt with pity: 

| May I not breathe upon this injur'd boſom 

One parting ſigh to eaſe my wounded ſoul, 

And looſe the angoiſh of a broken heart | { morrow. 
Aim. Support me, Heaven —we meet again to- 
Car. To-morrow we muſt meet like enemies 

Thy piercing eyes, relentleſs in revenge, 

And all the ſoftneſs of thy heart forgotten; 


O take not from this little interval, 

The poor expiring comfort that is left me. 

; [Xim. Wers. 
| My heart's confounded with thy ſoft compaſſion, 
And doats upon the virtue that deſtroys me. 

Xin. O! 1 ſhall have the ſtart of thee in woe z 
Thou canft but fall for her thou lov'ſt; but what 
Muſt ſhe endure that loves thee—and deſtroys thee? 
Yet, Carlos, take this comfort in thy fate, 

That if the hand of juſtice ſhould o'ertake thee, 
Thy mournful urn ſhall hold Ximena's aſhes. 

Car. O, miracle of love! | 

Aim. O, mortal ſorrow ! | 
But haſte, O leave me while my heart's reſolv'd 
Fly, fly me, Carios ! leſt thou taint my famez 
Leſt in this ebbiag rigour of my ſoul, , 
tell thee, tho' I proſecute thy fate, 

My ſecret wiſh is, that my cauſe may fail me. 

Car. O ſpirit of compaſſion! O Ximena ! 
What pangs and ruin have our parents colt us ? 
Farewel, thou treaſure of my ſoul! O tay! 

Take not at once my ſhort-liv'd joys away, 

While thus 1 fix me on thy mouraful eyes, 

Let my diftreſſes to extremes ariſe, 

Thy victim's now ſecure; for thus to part, 

1 fate thy vengeance with a broken heart, [ Tc. 

Enter Alvarez, with Noblemen, Officers, and others. 
1% Nob. Theſe few, my lord, are on my part en- 

28 d; 

fa half — hour Don Henrigpe de Las Torres, 

With fixty more, will wait upon your cauſe, 

Reſolv'd and ready, all like us, to right you 2 

| Since the juſt quarrel of your houſe mutt live, 

Since the brave blood of Carlos is purſu'd, 

The race of Gormaz ſhall attend his aſhes, 

Av. My lord, this mark of your exalted honour 
Will bind me ever grateful to your friendſhip; 

Tho?' I Rti!l nope the mercy of the king 


A bounteous maſter always to reward it; 

Nor am I yet ſo wedded to my reſt, 

But that I ſtill can, on occaſion, break it. 

The Moors are anchored now within the river, 

And, as I'm told, near landing to infult us 

| Wherefore, I would intreat you at this time, 

To wave my private danger for the publick, 

Since chance has form'd us to ſo brave a body, 

Let us not part inaFFive to our honour ; | 

Let's ſeize this glad occaſion of th' alarm, 

Let's chaſe theſe robbers in our king's defence, 

And bravely merit, not demand his mercy. 
1ft Neb. Alvarez may command us, who is tiil 

Himſelf, and owns no cauſe unmix'd with honour. 
Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Alvarez. 
Alu. How, now ! the news. 

Juſt enter'd, and alone! , 

O Heav'n, my pray'rs ate heard! my noble friends, 


Something to our preieut purpoſe has occur's 3 
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Let me intreat you, forward to the garden, 
Where you will find a treble number of 
Our forces aſſembl'd on the like occaſion ; 
Myſelf will in a moment bring you news, 
That will confirm and animate our hopes. { Ex.Nob. 
Enter Carlos. 
My Carlos ! O, do I live once more t' embrace thee, 
Prop: of my age, and guardian of my fame |! 
Nor think, my champion, that my joy's thus wild, 
For that thou only haft reveng'd my honour, 
(Tho' that's a thought might bleſs me in the grave) 
No, no, my ſon, for thee am I tranſported 
Alas! I arm too ſenfible what pains | 
Thy heart muſt feel from anguiſh of thy love; 
And had I not new hopes that will ſupport thee, 
Some preſent proſpect of thy pain's relief, 
My ſenſe of thy afflictions would deſtroy me. 
- Car, What means this kind compaſſion of mygriefs? 
Is there on earth a cure for woes like mine ? 
O, Sir, you are ſo tenderly a father, 
So good, I can't repent me of my duty: 
Be not, however, jealous of my fame, 
If yet | mix your tranſports with a figh, 
For ruin'd love, and for the loſt Ximena : 
For fince I drag, with my deſpair my chain, 
Her ſated vengeance only can relieve me! 

Alv. No more depreſs thy ſpirits with deſpair, 
While glory and thy country's cauſe ſhould wake it; 
The Moors, not yet expected, are artiv'd, 

The tide and filent darkneſs of the night 

Lands, ig an hour, their forces at our gates: 

The court's diſmay'd, the people in alarm, 

And loud confuſion fills the frighted town. 

But fortune, ere this publick danger reach'd us, 

Had rais'd five hundred friends, the foes of Gormar, 

Whoſe-ſwords reſolve to vindicate thy vengeance, 

And here without expect thee at their head. 

Forward, my ſon, their number ſoon will ſwell, 

Suſtain the brunt and fury of the foe; 

And if thy life's ſo painful to be borne, 

Lay it at leaſt with honour in the duſt, 

Caſt it not fruitleſs from thee ; let thy king 

Firſt knaw it's value ere his laws demand it. 

But time's too precious to be talk'd away. 

Advance, my ſon, md let thy maſter ſee, 
What he has loſt in Gormaz is redeem'd in thee. 

Car. Relenting Heaven at laſt has found the means 

To end my miſeries with guiltleſs honour, 

Why ſhould I live a burden to myſelf, 

A trouble to my friends, a terror to Ximena? 

Not all the force of mercy, or of merit, | 
Can waſh a father's blood from her remembrance, 

Or reconcile the horror to her love. 

Yet I'll not think her duty ſo ſevere, 

= that to ſee me fall my country's victim 

ould pleaſe her paſſion, tha' it ſhock'd her ven- 

Jt muſt be ſo— Dying with honour, | [| geance: 
| Diſcharge the ſon, the ſubject, and the lover, 

O! When this mangled body ſhall be found, 

A bare and undiftinguiſh'd carcaſe 'midft the lain, 

Wilt the not weep in pity of my wounds, 

And own her wrongs have ample expiation ? 

Her duty then may with a ſecret tear, [ſpair! 

Confeſs her vengeance great, and glorious my de- 


E 


Enter Belzara. 
hopes, 


| 


Bel. Xicro now reſume thy 
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| Should be the bar to triumphs nobly pureba l. 
But fee, ſhe comes, with mournful pomp of 
To proſecute this darling of the people, 
And damp, with ill-tim'd griefs, the publick Joy, 
Enter Ximena in mozrning, att . 
Ximena! Oh! I more than ever now 


Demand thy life, and filence thy Ximena, 
Hard were thy fate indeed, if ihe alone 


Deplore the hard afflictions that ve thee; — 
While thy whole native country is in joy, WI 
Art thou the only object of deſpair ? At 
s this a time to proſecute thy cauſe, An 
When publick gratitude is bound t'oppoſe thee? My. 
When bn the head of Carlos, which thy griefs Th 
Demand, fortune has pour'd protection down ? Ho 
The Moors repuls'd, his country ſav'd from rapi Re 
His menac'd king confirm'd upon his throne, $f 
From every heart but thine, will find a voice By 
To lift his echo'd praiſes to the heavens ! Th 
Aim, Is't poſſible ? Are all theſe wonders true Th 
Am I the only mark of his miſdoing ? (Fo 
Could then his fatal ſword tranſpierce my father, W Th 
Yet ſave a nation to defeat my vengeance ? An 
Still as I paſs, the publick voice extols Ale 
His glorious deeds, regardleſs of my wrongs ; Wh 
The eye of pity, that but yeſternight At 
Let fall a tear in feeling of my cauſe, Ou! 
Now turns away, retraCting it's compaſſion, Wh 
And ſpeaks the genera] grodge.at my complaining, WM Wt 
But there's a king, whoſe ſatred,word's his law; ¶ Dec 
Supported by that hope; I ſtill muſt on, Wh 
Nor, till- by him rejected, can be ſilent. An 
Bel. Your duty ſhould recede, when publick gif _ 
Muſt ſuffer in the life your cauſe purſues. Th 
Aim. But can it be? Was it to Carlos' (word o 
The nation thus tranſported owes it ſafety ? Art 
O, let me taſte the pleaſure and the pain! Cat 
| Tell me, Belzara, tell me all his glory, Wh 
O, let me ſurfeit on the guilty joy, An 
Delight my paſſion, and torment my virtue, / 
Bel. Alonso, Who was preſent, will inform us MW Th 
Enter Alonzo. ; Wh 
Alonzo, if your buſineſs will permit. An 
Alon. The abbot, at whoſe houſe Count Gormu J 
Has ſent in haſte to (peak with me; I gueſs, [liz 
To fix the order of his funeral. [ Afide to Belm. Let 
Bel. Spare us at leaſt a moment from th' occalionW Sur 
Ximena has not yet been fully told Th 
The action of our late deliverance ; Th 
The fame of Carlos may compoſe her ſorrows. Ani 
Alon, Permit the «Qtion then to praiſe itſelf, 106 
Late in the night, at Lord Alvarez houſe, Thi 
Five hundred friends were gather'd in his cauſe, Sup 
T' oppoſe the vengeance that purſu'd his ſon; 
But in the common danger, brave Alvarez, 4 
With valiant Carlos at their head, preferr d Fot 
The publick ſafety to their private honour, Moon. Me: 
And march'd with ſwords determin'd gainſt the WW Out 
This brave example, ere they reach'd the harbout, WF Our 
Increas'd their numbers to three thouſand ſtrong. BW The 
Bel. Were the Moors landed ere you reach'd th All: 
port ? Our 
Alon, Not till ſome hours after. When we arriv'h WM Are 
Our troops were form d, Ximena was the word, 4 
And Carlos foremoſt to confront the foe. 
The Moors not yet io view, be order'd firſt 
Two thirds of our divided force to lie G 
Conceal'd i' th' hatches of our ſhips in harbour; Ang 
The reſt, whoſe numbers every moment ſwell'd, To 
Halted with Carlos, on the ſhore, impatient, K 
And filent on their arms repoſing, paſs d A 
The ſtill remainder of the waſting night. K 
At length the brightneſs of the moon preſents But 
Near twenty ſail approaching with the tide z If in 


Our order ſtill obſery'd, we let them paſs ; 


aſt the 
.r dou!) 
trong- 

h'd the 


arriv'd, 
ord, 
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or at the port, or wills, a man was ſeen. 
This deadneſs of our ſilence wings their hopes 
To ſeize th' occafion, and ſurprize us Nleeping : 
And now they diſembark, and meet their fate- 
For at the inſtant they were half on ſhore, 
Uproſe the numbers in our ſhips conceal'd, 
And to the vaulted heaven thunder'd their huzzas, 
Which Carlos echo'd from his force on ſhore 3 
At this amaz'd, confufion ſeiz'd their troops, 
And ere their chiefs could form them to reſiſt, 
We preſs'd them on the water, drove them on 
The land, then fir'd their ſhips to ſtop their flight: 
Howe'er at length cheir leaders bravely rallying, 
Recover'd them to order, and a while 
Soſtain'd their courage, and oppos d our fury: 
But, when their burning ſhips began to flame, 
The dreadful blaze preſenting to their view 
Their Naughter'd heaps that fell where Carlos fought, 
{For O, he fought as if to die were viQtory !) 
Their fruitleſs courage then refign'd their hopes; 
And now their wounded king deſpairing, call'd 
Aloud, and hail'd our general to ſurrender, 
Whom Carlos anſwering, receiv'd his priſoner. 
At this, the reſt had on ſubmiſſion quarter, 
Our trumpets ſound, and ſhouts proclaim our victory: 
While Carlos bore his captive to his father, 
Whofe heart tranſported at the royal prize, 
Dropp'd tears of joy, and to the king conveyed him; 
Where now he's pleading for his ſon's diftreſs, 
And aſks but mercy for his glorious triumph. ¶ Exit. 

Xin. Too much ! it is too much, relentleſs Hea- 
Th' oppreffion's greater than my ſoul can bear!{v'n! 
O wounding virtue ! O my tortur'd heart! 

Art only thou forbidden to applaud him ? 
Cannot a nation ſav'd appeaſe thy vengeance ? 
Why, why, juſt Heaven ! are his deeds ſo glorious, 
And only fatal to the heart that loves him ? 
Bel. Compoſe, Ximena, thy diſorder ; ſee, 
The king approaches, ſmiling on Alvarez, 
Whoſe heart o'erflowing, guſhes at his eyes, 
And ſpeaks his plea too firong for thy complaint. 
Aim. Then Nleep, my love, and virtue arm'd t' 
oppoſe him, | 
Let me look backward on his fatal honour, 
Survey this mournful pomp of his renown, 
Theſe woeful trophies of his conquer'd love, 
That thro* my father's life purſu'd his fame, 
And made me in his nuptial hopes an orphan: 
O broken ſpirit ! would'ſt thou ſpare him now, 
Think on thy father's blood ! exert the daughter, 
duppreſs thy paſſion, and demand thy victim. 
Enter King, Alvarez, Sanchez, Cc. 

King. Diſmiſs thy fears, my friend, and man thy 
For while his actions are above reward, [heart, 
Mercy's of courſe included in the debt. 

Our abſeſt bounty's bankrupt to his merit, 
Our ſubjects reſcu'd from ſo fierce a foe, 
The Moors defeated, ere the rude alarm 
Allow'd us time to.order our defence, 
Our crown protected, and our ſceptre fix'd, 
Are aftions that ſecure acknowledgment. 
Alv. My tears, Sir, better than my words will 
thank you. | 
Enter Garcia. 

Gar, Don Carlos, Sir, without, attends your plea- 
Ang comes ſurrender'd as his word engag d, { ſure, 
To anſwer the appeal of fair Ximena, 

Any. Attend him to our preſence. 

mM, 0 my heart! 

King. Ximena, with compaſſion we ſhall hear thee, 

ut muſt not have thy griefs arraign our juftice, 


It in his judge thou find'ſt an advocate: 
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Lin. O fainting cauſe ! but thus my griefs de- 
mand him. | Kanuling, 
[While the King raiſes Ximena, — 
and whiſpers Alvares. 
Alv. This inſtant, ſay'ſt thou? Can I leavg, my ſon? 
Alon, The matter's more important than your 
Make haſte, my lord. * 
Alu. What can thy tranſport mean? 


Be plain. 

Alon. We have no time to loſe in-words, 
Away, I ſay. 

Alu. Lead on, and eaſe my wonder. [Exeent. 

Enter Carlos, and #neels to the King, 
King. Oh, riſe, my warrior, raiſe thee to my 
breaſt, 
And in thy maſter's heart repeat thy triumphs, 

Car. Theſe honours, Sir, to any ſenſe but mine, 
Might lift it's tranſports to ambition's height; 
But while Ximeoa's ſorrows preſs my heart, 
Forgive me, if deſpairing of repoſe, ' 
| taſte no comfort in the life ſhe ſeeks ; 

And urge the iſſue of her grief 's appeal. 

King. Ximena, 'tis moſt true, has loſt a father, 
But thou haſt ſav'd her country from it's fate, 
And the ſame virtue that demands thy life, 

Owes more than pardan to the publick weal. 

Nin. My royal lord, vouchſafe my griefs a hear- 
Oh, think not, Sir, becauſe my ſpirits faint, ſing, 
That the firm conſcience of my duty ſtaggers. 

The criminal I charge, has kill'd my father; 

And, tho' his valour has preſerv'd x & ſtate, 

Yet every ſubjeR is not wrong'd like me, 

Therefore with eaſe may pardon what they feel nots 

As he has ſav'd a nation from it's foe, 

The thanks that nation owes him are but juſt, 

And I muſt join the general voice 't applaud him: 

But all the tribute that my heart can (pare him, 

Is tears of pity ; while my wrongs purſue him, 

What more than pity can-thoſe wrongs afford ? 

What leſs than juſtice can my duty aſk ? 

If publick obligations muſt be paid him, 

Let every ſingle heart give equal ſhare ; 

— has prov'd, that mine is not ungrateful) 
ut muſt my duty yield ſuch diſproportion ? 

Muſt on my heart a father's blood be levy'd, 

And my whole ruin pay the publick thanks ? 

If blood for blood might be before demanded, 

Is it leſs due, becauſe his fame's grown greater ? 

Shall virtue, that ſhould guard, inſult your laws, 

And tolerate our paſſions to infringe 'em ? 

If to'defend the publick, may excuſe 

A private wrong, how is the publick ſafe ? 

How is the nation from a foe preſerv'd, 

If every ſubjeR's life is at his mercy ? 

My duty, Sir, has ſpoken, and kneels for judgment. 

Car. Oh, noble ſpirit, how thou charm't my 

ſenſe, 
And giv'ſt my heart a pleaſure in my ruin. [ A/ide. 

King. Raiſe thee, Ximena, and compole thy 

thoughts. 
As thou to Carlos" deeds haſt ſpoke impartial, 
So to tby virtue, that purſues him, we 
Muſt give an equal ptaudit of our wonders 
But we have now our duty to diſcharge, 
Which, far from blaming, ſhall exalt thy own 3 
If chy chaſte fame, which we contels ſublime, 
Compels thy duty to ſuppreſs thy love, 
To raiſe yet higher then thy matchleſs glory, 
Prefer thy native country to them both, 
And to the publick tears reſign thy victim. 
Where a whole people owe their preſervation 
Shall private juſtice do a publick wrong, 


Not leſs his rirtues, than thy wrongs will plead, 


And feed thy vengesnee with the general ſorrow ? 
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Di, Is then my cauſe the ick's victim? | Nor ever was our mercy tempted more | 
King. No. " _ T' oppoſe it's force, than in our care for Carlos 7 
We've yet a hope to conquer thy reſentment, But ſince his peace depends upon his love, i 
And rather would compoſe than ſilence it: And cruel love inſiſts upon it's right, 
For if oug arguments ſeem yet too weak | We'll truſt his virtues to the chance of combat, A 
To guard thy virtue from the leaſt reproach, And let his fate reproach, or win Ximena. 
Behold the generous ſar Mon that prutects it; Aim. What unforeſeen calamities ſurround me ! p 
Read there the pardon v. bich thy father gives him, | King. Ximena ! now no more complain, we grant h 
And with his dying hand aſſigns thy beauties. Thy ſuit, but where's this champion of thy caule; 0 
Ve. My father's pardon |! Whoſe appetite of honour is ſo keen, U 
King. Read, and raiſe thy wonder. Az to confront in arme this laurell'd brow, 
Kim. — « Alvares wrong'd me in my] And dere the ſhining terrore of his ſword ? W 
maſter's favour, D. Sas. Behold th' aſſailant of this glorious her; BY , 
| Carlos is brave, and has deſerv'd Xttnena,”* | Your leave, dread Sir, thus to appel him forth, * 
Car, Oh, foul of honour | now lamented vitory ! [ Drawt, 2 
King. Now, falt Ximena, now reſume thy peace, | Bel. Hold, heart, and ſpare me from the publick K 
Reduet thy vengeance tv thy father's will, ſhame. [46 0) 
And join the hand his honour has forgiven. D. San. Catloty behold the champion of Ximeny 0 
m Allegracious Heaven | have my ſwoln eye Behold th“ avenger of brave Ootmes' blood, 4 
their ſenſe ! Who calls thee traitor to thy Injur'd love, 
D. San. Oh, tottering hope | but | have yet a| Ungrateful to the ſighs that pitied thee, f 
That willeompel her virtue to purſue him. f theught] An yoouny partial to thy father's falſhood * 
Xim. Why dle you ſhew me, Sie, this 1 Theſe crimes my (word ſhall prove upon thy best, Nor! 
Thi Jegae the“ fit for him te leave, [ — And to defend them dares thee to the combat, a 
Wauld in ble daughter be reproach to take; dar. Open the liſts, and qo the affallant toom, An 
Honour unqueſtion'd may forgive a fee, There on his life my Injur'd (word hall prove, Oh 
But who'll not doubt it when It ſpares a lover? | This arm ne'er drew It but In right of honovr, Wh 
If you proper'd to mitigate my grieft, Firſt, for thy flander, Sanches, defy thee, Th 
\ You ſhould have hid this ervel obligation, And throwing to thy teeth the traltor's name, — 
Why would you ſet ſuch virtues in my view, Will waſh the Imputatlen with thy bleed Oh, 


And make the father dearer than the lover ?. 
« Since with ſuch rigour thou purſu'ſt thy 
X vengeance, 
And what we meant ſhould pacify, provokes it, 
Attend ſubmiſſive to our laſt reſolve : 
For ſince thy honour's ſo ſeverely ſtrict, 
Az not to ratify thy father's mercy, 
We'll right at ence thy duty and thy lover: 
Give thee the glory of his life purſu'd, 
And ſeal his pardon to reward thy virtue. 
Xim. Avert it, Heaven, that e'er my guilty heart 
Should impiouſly inſult a father's grave, 
And yield his daughter to the hand that kill'd him. 
D. San. Unnatural thought! Madam, {ſuppreſs 
your tears, | 
Your murder'd father was my deareſt friend, . 
Permit me, therefore, in your linking cauſe, 
To offer an expedient may ſupport it. 
Kim, Whatever right or juſtice may, 1 am bound 
In duty to purſue, and thank your friencſhip. 
D. San. Thus then to royal juſtice 1 appeal, 
And in Ximena's right her advocare, 
Demand from Carlos your reverſe of pardon, 
King. What means thy traniport ? 
Di. San. Sir, | urge your laws; 
And fince her duty's forc'd to thele extremes, 
There's yet alaw from whence there's no appeal, 
A right, which e'en your crown's oblig'd togrant her, 
The right of combat, which 1 here demand, 
And aſk her vengeance trom a champion's ſword, 
Car, Uh, lacred Sir, I caſt me at your feet, 
And beg your mcrey would relieve my woes; 
Since her firm enty is inflexible, 
Conſign her victim to the braver ſword, 
Grant this expedient to acquic my crime, 
Or ſilence with my arm ber hearts reproaches 3 
Oh, nothing iv to painful as ſuſpence, N 
This way our grief, are equally reliev'd, 
Her dnty's full diſcharg'd, your juſtice crown'd, 
And conqueſt muſt attend ſup-rior virtue. 
King. This barbarons{aw, which yet is. nr2peal'd, 
Has otten againtt right, gots wrongs (4; ported, 
And robb'd out ſtate of znpny noble [vt ; 2s 5 


And prove thy virtue falſe az la thy E. 6 
For not XImena's cauſe, but charms have fir'd this, Wi 
Valaly thou ſteal'ſt thy courage from her eyes, K 
And baſely ftiin'ſt the virtue that ſubdu'd her. 1 

D. San. Oh, that thy fame in atm 
King. Sanchez, ſorbear 


'Tis not your tongues muſt arbitrate your ſtrife, 0 0. 
Let in your liſts your vauntings be approv'd. — 
Whoſe arm, Ximena, ſhall defend your cauſe? 1 4 
im. Oh, force of duty! Sir, the arm of Sanchez, — 
D. San. My word's my gage. — 
King. Tis well, the liſts are ſet wo 
Let on the morn the combatants be cited, R 71 
And, Felix, you be umpire of the field, By ! 
Car. The valiant, Sir, are never unprepar'd. Va 
Oh, Sir, at once relieve my ſoul's ſuſpence, 15 
And let this inſtant hour decide our fate, [ Carlor. i», » 
D. San. This moment, Sir—1 join in that with WW 
King. Since both thus preſs it, be it now decided. N - 
Carlos be ready at the trumpet's call, voy 
You, Felix, when the combat's done, condut Y; 


The victor to our preſence - Now, Ximena, 

As thou att juſt or cruel in thy duty, 

Expect the iſſue will reward or grieve thee, 

Sanchez, ſet forward — Carlos, we allow 

Thy pitied love a moment with Ximena. ; 

[Exit king and traits 

D. San, Aſcvitleſs moment that muſt ogg 
111. 

Car. Ximena! Oh, permit me ere I die, 

To tell thy heart, thy hard unkindneſs kills me. 

An. Ah, Carlos, can thy plaints reproach my dutſ 

Nay, art thou more than Sanchez is, in danger? 

Car. Or thoo more injur'd than thy hapleſs father, 

Whoſe greater heart forgave my ſenſe of honour? 

Thou canſt not think I ſpeak regarding life, 

Which, hoprleſs of thy love's not worth my ct 

But, oh | it ſtrikes me with the laſt deſpair, 


To think that lov's Ximena's heart had Ids — 
Compallion than my mortal enemy; ind t/ 
My life had then indeed been worth acceptances lay b 


Had thy relenting throes of pity ſav'd it; 
)Byt, as i is purſu'd to theſe extremes, 
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Thua made the vidimi of ſuperfluous fame, 
And doom'd the ſaeriſice of filial rigour, 
Theſe arms ſhall open to thy champion's ſword, 
And glut the vengeance that ſupports thy glory. 
Nin. Haſt thou ne honour, Carlos, to defend? 
Car. How can I loſe what Sanches cannot gain? 
For where's his honour where there's no reſiſtance? 
1; it for me to guard Ximena's foe, 
Or turn outrageous on the friendly breaſt, [her! 
Which her diftreſ#ful ehartis have warn'd to right 
Via Oh, cruel Carlos! thus to rack my heart 
With hard reproaches, that thou know'ſt are ground- 
Why duſt thou talk thus cruelly of death, [leſs; 
And give me terrore wheoneeiv'd before ? 
What tho' my forte of duty has purſu'd thee, 
Haſt thou not left thy courage to defend thee ? 
Oh, is thy quarrel to our race reviy'd ? 
Couldft thou, to right thy honour, kill my father, 
And now not gvard jt to deſfrdy Ximena ? 
Car, Oh, heav'nly found | Oh, joy unfelt before! 
A Oh, is my duty then not thoughteompullive? 
Cant thou belleve I'm plest d while I purſue thee ? 
Ve _— thou I'm not plear'd the king prefery'd 
thee 
And that — coeur ot may ward my vengeance! 
Uh, If thou knew'ſ what tranſports All'd my heart, 
When fiſt 1 honed the Moors had fled before thes, 
Thy love would feel confullen for my ſhame, 
And ſearee forgive the paſſion thou reproachef?, 
Oh, Carlos, guard thy life, and ſave Ximena ! 
Car, And fave Ximena ! Oh, thou haſt fir'd my 
With animated love, and ſav'd thy Carlos! [heart 
But hark, the trumpet calls me tothe lit! 
Ain. May Heav'n's high care, and all it's angels 
guard-thee | [ ſhall ſpeak it. 
Car. Words would but wrong my heart, my ſword 
Sanchez, 1 come, impatient to chaſtiſe 
Thy love, which makes thee now the criminal: 
I might have ſpar'd thee, had the rival ſlept, 
But boldly thus avow's, thou'rt worth my ſword 
Lis ſaid the lion, tho' diftreſy'd for food, 
Eſpying on the turf the huntſman ſleeping, 
Reſtrains his hunger, and forbears th: prey; 
But when his rouſing foe, alarm'd and ready, 
Uplifts his jav'lin brandiſh'd to affail him, 
The generous ſavage then erects his cteſt, 
Grinds bis ſharp fangs, and with fierce eyes inflam'd, 
Surveys him worthy of his rage defy'd, 
Furious uprearing ruſhes on the game, 
And crowns at once his vengeance and his fame. [ Ex. 
Xim, Oh, glorious ſpirit ! Oh, hard-fated virtue! 
ith what reluctance has my heart purſu'd thee? 
Bel. Was ever breaſt like mine with woe divided? 
fear the dangers of the faithleſs Sanchez, 
And tremble more for his dread ſword's ſucceſs: 
Should Carlos fall, what tops him from Ximena ? 
Keep down my ſighs, or ſeem to riſe for her. [ Aide. 
Ain. Tell me, Belzara, was my terror blametul ? 
light not his paſſion make my heart relent, 
And feel at ſuch a time'a pang to ſave him ? 
Bel. So far was your compaſſion from a crime, 
That 'tis th' exalted merit of your duty: 
Had Carlos been a ſtranger to your heart, 
here were the virtue that your griefs purſu'd him? 
Vere it no pain to loſe him, where the glory ? 
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Hark, hark the trumpet! Oh, tremendous 
Belzara, oh, the combat is began ! a * 
The agonizing terror ſhakes my ſoult » 
Help me, ſupport me with thy friendly comforts x 
Oh, tell me what my duty owes « parent, 
And warm my wiſhes in his champfon's fayour !uw 
Oh, Heav'n, it will not, will not be ! my heart 
Rebels, and ſpite of me inclines to Cartoy, 
Who now again, in Sanches, fights my father; 
Now he attacks him, preſſes, now retreats, 
Again recovers, and reſumes his fire, | 
Now grows too ſtrong, and is at laſt triumphant! + 
Bel. Reſtrairnthy thoughts, collect thy conſtaneys 
Give not thy heart Imaginary wounds; 
Thy virtue muſt be Providence's cares 
Aim. Oh, guard me, Heaven! help me to fup 
port it Ab [Trampet: and Mont 
"Tis done! the dreadful ſheuts proclaim the Kae 
If Carlos conquers, 111 I've loſt « father 
And If he periſhen, then==die Ximens! 
Bel, Conquer who may, no hope ſupports Bens 
Knter Garcia, 445. 
Came you, Don Garela, from the combat ? 
Gar, Madam, g 
The king, to ſhew he difapprover the cuſtom; 
Forbade If own domeſticks to be profent, [ Sbints 
But I profurne tie done theſe ſhouts conflrm le: 
Henes from this window we may gueſs the vI Kor. 
Aim. Oh, tell me quickly, while I've ſenſe te 
hear thes| [his (word, 
Gar, Oh, Heav'n ! 'tly Sanches! I foe him wi 
In _—_ prefling through the crowd his wa 
Xim. Sanchez |-—thou':t ſure deceiv'd, Oh, = 
Inform thy dazzled eyes! [ter yet 
Gar. Tis certain he; or” . 
For now he ſtops and ſeems to warn them back : 
The crowd retires, I ſee him plain, and now 
He mounts the ſteps that lead to this apartment. 
Vim. Then fat vengeance, thou art dearly ſated; 
Now love unbounded may o'erflow my heart, 
And Carlos" fate without a crime be moura'sd. 
Oh, Sanchez, if poor Carlos told me true, 
If 'twas thy love, not honour fought my cauſe, 
Thy guilt has purchas'd with thy ſword my ſcorn, 
And made thy paſſion wretched as Ximena, 4 
Bel. Oh, Heav'n (upport her nobler reſolution ! 
But ſee, he comes to meet the diſappointment, 
Enter Don San, and /ays bis Sword at Ximena's Feet. 
D. San. Madam, this ſword, that in your canſe 
was drawn : 
Vim. Stain'd with the blood of Carlos, kills XI- 
D. San, I come to mitigate your griefs, [mena! 
Kim. Avaunt, avoid me, wing thee from my fight! 
Oh, thou haſt giv'n me for revenge deſpair, 

Haſt raviſh'd with thy murderous arm my peace, 
And robb'd mywiſhes of their deareſt object! 
D. San. Hear me but ſpeake—— . 

Xim. Canſt thou ſuppoſe 'twiil pleaſe me 
To hear thy pride triumphant, paint my ruin, 
Vaunt thy vain proweſs, and reproach my ſorrows ? 
D. San. Thoſe ſorrows, would you hear my ſtory 
Vin. Hence |! : 
To regions diſtant as thy ſoul from joy, 
Fly, and in gloomy horrors waſte thy lifes 
Remorſe, and pale affliction wait thee to 
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de ſacrifice that's great, muſt firſt be dear; 

he more you love, the nobler is your victim. 
Aim, Thy partial friendſhip ſees not ſure my fault; 
' Coubt my youthful ignorance has err'd, 

na the ſtrict matron, rigidly ſevere, - 

May blame this weakneſs of my woman's heart; 
- let ber feel my trial firſt and if 

Mc blames me then, 1 will repent the crime, 


Thy reſt, repoſe forſake thee, frightful dreams 
Alarm thy ſleeps, and in thy waking hours, 
May woes like mine purſue thy ſteps for ever! 
Bel. Oh, charming rage ! how cordially ſhe hatet 
him! | Ade. 
Enter King. [plaining ! 
King. What, til} in tears, Ximena Still com- 
Cannot thy dury's full diſcharge content thee? 
C 


\Repin'ft thay at the get of Providence, 


| T lay: * Live, Sanchez, ſaid the generous. yiftor, 


| Iflew to execute the grateful charge ; 
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And think' thy cauſe ſtill wrong'din + de- 
Xim. Oh, far, Sir, from my ſoul be ſuch a thought! 

I bow ſubmiſſive to high Heav'n's appointment ; 

But is «MiRtion Implous In it's ſorrow ? 

Tho' vengeance to a father's blood was due, 

Js It leſs glorious that I priz'd the victim! 

Hay nature loſt it's privilege to weep, 

When all that's valuable In life Is gone ? 

Oh, Carlos, Carlos, I hall ſoon be with thee! [na, 
King. Are then theſe tears for Carlos? O, Xime- 

The vanquiſh'd Sanches has deceiv'd thy grief, 

And made this trial of thy generous heart! 

For know, thy Carlos lives, and lives t'adore thee. 
Kim. What means my royal lord ? 
King. Inform her, Sanches. [ before, 
D. San. The fortune of the combat I had told 

Had, Sir, her fright endur'd to hear my ſpeech 


I would have told you, Madam, as oblig'd | | 


In honour to the conquering ſword of Carlos, 
Mow nobly, for your ſake, he ſpar'd your champion, 
When on the earth, ſuccumbent and diſarm'd, 


© The life that fights Ximena's cauſe is ſacred ; 
Take back thy ſword, and at her feet preſenc 
The glorious trophy which her charms have won, 
The laſt oblation that deſpair can make her! 
Touch'd with the noble fulneſs of his heart, 


But, Madam, your affright miſtook the victor, 
And your impatient griefs refus'd me audience. 

King. Now think, Ximena, one moment think 

Tin. Oh, love! oh, perſecuted heart! [for Carlos. 
Inſtruct me, Heaven, to ſupport my fame, 

To right my paſſion, and revere my father. 

D. San. And now, with juſt confuſion, Sir, I 
In me 'twas guilty love that drew my ſword, [own 
But fince th' event has crown'd a nobler paſſion, 
F plead the merit of that ſword's defeat, 

Regret the error, and intreat for pardon. 

King. Sanchez, thy crime is puniſh'd in itſelf; 
We late have heard of thy retracted vows, 
Which on thy ſtrict allegiance we enjoin 
Thy honour inftantly to ratify 
Suppreſs thy tears, Belzara, he ſhall right thee, 

Xim. 'Tis fix'd—a beam of heav'nly light breaks 
And ſhews my-ruin'd peace it's laſt reſource. | forth, 

Gar. Don Carlos, Sir, attends your royal pleaſure. 

King. Has he your leave, Ximena, to approach ? 

Aim. Oh, Sir, yet hold! I dare not ſee him now: 
While my depending juſtice was my guard, 

I ſaw him fearleſs from aſſaults of love; 

But now my vanquiſh'd vengeance dreads his merit, 
And conſcious duty warns me to avoid him, 
Since then my heart's impartiai to his virtues, 
Oh, do not call me cruel to his loves 
If I, in reverence to a father's blood, _ 
Should ſhut my ſorrows ever from his fight! 
For tho' you raiſe above mankind his merit, 
And I confeſs it—ſtill he has kill'd my father 
Nay, tho' I grant the fact may plead for merey, 
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{ Brave Carlos ſhall himſelf be envoy of 
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Drive all thy ſorrows from th — heart, 
And crown thy duty with — ant love, 
Pardon, dread Sir, this tumult of my foul, 
That carries in my rudeneſs my extuſe z 
Oh, — me not to tell particulars, 

But let my tidings leap at once the bounds 
Of your belief, and la one burſt of joy 
Inform my royal maſter, that hls erowa's ſu 
My vanquiſh'd friend, thy father, Gormas lives | 
He lives in health confirm'd from mortal danger 
Theſe eyes have ſeen bim, theſe bleft arms embrac'{ 
The meant, th' occafion of his death ſuppor'd, [him, 
Would aſk more words than I have breath to utter, 
Alonso knows It all=——Oh! where's my Carlos? 

King. Fly, Sanches, make him with this neut 

thy friend, 

Alv. Oh, lead me, lead me to his heart's relief! 

[ent Aly. and Sun. 

Vin. Oh, Heav'n | Alvares would not ſure de- 

ceive me, 

King. Proceed, Alonzo, and impart the whole; 
Whence was his death ſo firmly credited, 

And his recovery not before reveal'd? 

Alon. My liege, the great effufion of his blood 
Had ſueh effect on his deſerted ſpirits, 
That 1, who ſaw him, judg'd bim quite explr'd: 
But when the Abbot, at whoſe houſe be lay, 
With rriendly ſorrow waſh'd his hopeleſs wound, 
His beaving breaſt diſcover'd liſe's return: 

When calling ftraight for help, on ſtrictet ſearch, 
His wound was found without « mortal ſymptom : 
And when his ſenſes had reſum'd their function, 
His firſt words ſpoke his generous heart's concern 
For Carlos and Ximena; when being told 

How far her filial vengeance had purſu'd him, 

© Is't poſſible?* he cry'd, oh, Heay'n ! then wept, 
And begg'sd his life might be one day conceal'd, 
That ſuch exalted merit of her duty, 

Might raiſe her virtue worthy of his love. 

But, Sir, to tell you how Alvarez met him, 

What generous reconeilements paſs'd between them, 
Would aſk more time than publick joy could ipare, 
Let it ſuffice, the moment he had heard 

Ximena had appeal'd brave Carlos to the lifts, 

We flew with terror to proclaim him living 
But, Sir, ſo ſoon the combat fullow'd your 
Decree, that, breathleſs, we arriv'd too late, 

And had not his phyſicians, Sir, preſcrib'd 


His wound repoſe, himſelf had ventur'd forth 


To throw his errors at your feet for pardon. 
King. Not only pardon, but our love w_ 
1, 

Our charge, and gratulate his bleſs'd recovery 

Has he your leave, Ximena, now t' approach you? 
Nin. My ſenſes itagger with tumultuous joy, 

My ſpirit's hurry to my heart's ſurprise, 


And finking nature faints beneath the tranſport» 


Enter Alvarez, Sanchez, and Carlos. 
King. Look up, Ximena, and compleat 157M. 
Aim. My Carlos — Oh! : 

Car. Ximena! Oh, my heart! [ Embracing 


Yet twould in me be impious to reward it; 
My eyes may mourn, but never muſt behold him 


Atv. Oh, Carlos! Oh, Ximena ! yet ſuppreſi 
Theſe tranſports till kind Gormaz' hand confirm 


Yet, ere I part, let, Sir, my humbleft ſenſe | more. Firſt pay your duty there, haſte to his feet, [them 


Applaud your mercy, and confeſs your juſtice, 

Hence to ſome ſacred cloiſter I'll retire, 

And dedicate my future days to Heay'\n——— 

*Tis done—Qh, lead me to my peaceful celi, 

One figh for Carlos— Now, vain world, fare wel! 

As Ximena is going off, enter Alvarez and Alonzo. 
Av. Turn, turn, Ximena; oh, prepare to hear 


A Rory will diſtract thy ſenſe with joy; 


And let his ſanction conſecrate your love. 

King. Loſe not a moment from his fight—0\ 
Tell him his king congratulates his health, (ﬆ! 
And will with loads of honour crown his virtue; 


Nor in his oriſons let him forget 


The hand of Heav'n, whoſe providential care 
Has order'd all, the innocent to ſave, 
To right the injur'd, and reward the brave! 
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